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Prologue 


Author's Notes: 
| had it in my mind for quite a long time, writing and delating it a few times. | plan the story to be surprising 
and hope | won\'t fail. :) Any comments would be very appreciated. For any mistakes that may occur-sorry in 


advance. 


| slowly open my eyes, my head aching as if someone's trying to break it into pieces with a hammer. | blink 
several times, trying to get rid of the blur and of course failing miserably, but still | can tell I'm surrounded 
by dirty brick walls, lying on a rough concrete street that runs further and then turns right. It's dark all 
around me, so | guess it is still before the sunrise the same night. Of course it can also mean | have lied here 


unconscious for several days, but in spite of all | find it rather impossible. 
| take several more shaky breaths and inch by inch lift myself on my arms, managing to somehow sit up. | 
raise my hands to my face wanting to rub it, but | wince in pain as soon as my fingers reach their destination 


Right. Even if | forgot what had happened, this would perfectly remind me of that. 


Suddenly scared, | look around, but no one's there; at least it seems so. | crawl to my bag, discarded no more 


than six feet away from me, and start to rummage through it, knowing what will | find, or rather what will | 
not find there. I'm right, he fought with me trying to take it from me, saw it didn't work and | wasn't giving 
up, hit me with something heavy in my head and then stole all of the precious things | had with me. 


| don't know who's a bigger ass - him doing it or me letting it happen. | should've been more careful. Going 
home alone in the evening, using a hardly visited shortcut, could not been labeled that, especially when you're a 
[T-year-old girl who'd just finished her job and received three wages, two of which overdued, 600 dollars 
summing up. And when you've been harassed and stalked for a few weeks. 


| narrow my lips and wipe off the tears of helplessness and anger. That's it, the last straw that breaks the 
camel's back. | can't afford sitting in the middle of nowhere, wasting my time on crying, neither can | stay here 
in the damn Lafayette any longer. | have to react fast, escape the town and the swamp | unwillingly led myself 
into. Start a new life in a new place, build my new self just as I've been planning it for quite a long now. It's 
ironically funny how | needed this - gently speaking - unfortunate event to find the courage | haven't had 


before. 


That little tirade | served myself put everything in a tad bit different light. | reach to the secret place - an 
inner pocket | sew inside the backpocket of my jeans - and find out that two hundred dollars | impulsively put 
there back at work are still safe here. Not much, but better than nothing. | make a mental note to build an 
altar for women's instinct as soon as | get any permanent place to live. He probably also.. yes. He did take my 
necklace with him. | smile bitterly, but meanly at the same time. He'll be so disappointed after being informed 
this piece of cheap jewelry isn't a pure silver. What a pitty. 


He says he'll be a rockstar 


Author's Notes: 

Here's the first part of further information about the girl. As | don't have any constant beta now, | have an 
idea-if anybody notice any mistake, please let me know and I'll edit it. ;) Please leave your opinion, I'd be glad to 
hear itl 


| forced my aching body to get up and though it wass protesting aggressively | started to run as fast as my 
heavy winter boots let me. Although it hadn't been snowing for a while now and no snow laid on the streets, it 
was quite cold. Weak lights would have made it hard to recognize anything particular for a person unfamiliar 
with the surroundings, but | knew this neighborhood well enough not to get lost. | knew where exactly | wanted 
to go, so | had my eyes wide opened, searching for the shop. 


| finally noticed it. A convenience store opened for 24 hours a day, seven days a week. | stormed in, waking the 
shop assistant from what seemed to be a beginning of a nap, not giving her the opportunity to see more than 


my back. 


"Evening." | quickly said, giving the wall clock a short glance. It was not much past three am, so if everything 


was gonna go as planned, | would have enough time to do what | had on the list inside my mind. 


| disappeared inside the labyrinth of shelves. | quickly grabbed two small bottles of water, a pack of three 
sandwiches and some closer unknown chocolate bar. That should be enough for my necessities. | looked around 
a little, then sighed with relief when | found the toiletries section | didn't want to risk being recognized by 
anybody in case he would look around for me, so | had to redo myself. Firstly, as | didn't use to wear makeup 
on a daily basis, | decided it would probably be the best to hide behind a thick layer of it. At least for some 
time until I'd get far away from here. | took the cheapest pieces, because it was no use to spend more money 
than vital. | took a red lipstick, that would probably smear off after three hours, a non-waterproof eyeliner 
and a mascara Then | moved a few steps forward to look for the base of my upcoming change - a black 
coloring shampoo, the longest lasting one | could see. | just hoped | wouldn't end up with green hair, like Anne of 
Green Gables. | rushed to the cash, putting everything on the counter. The assistant rised her bored eyes at 
me and all of the sudden they grew bigger. 


"What happened? Do | have to call-" 
| raised my hand, cutting her off. 
"Thanks, but there's no need, really. Its nothing serious. l'll be fine in no time." 


She didn't seem less alarmed, but said nothing more. | kept the calm, cheerful face, but internally | was 


quivering with uneasiness. How bad did | look if she wanted to call for anything? 


"That'll be 52 dollars 34 cents." She said, packing my shopping to the plastic bag. 


| paid her, waited for a change and with the warmest and fakest smile on my lips said goodbye and left. | 
stepped outside the shop, tied the bag's holders together so nothing would fall out and immediately took up 
running home again. | didn't care that my every bone and muscle hurt; what was more, it gived me the 
impression of being strong, something | need so badly. | did't slow down unless | ended up on my street and 
soon | leaned against the wall next to the door of a small, white house - my house. After giving my breath a 
few seconds to calm down, as quiet as | could | opened the door and went inside the warm, peaceful and quiet 


interior. 


It must have been before 4 am. As | had expected aunt and uncle were sound asleep, they pressumably had 
thought | would be later after work. Surely not so much later, though. | tiptoed upstairs to my room, holding 
my breath as | passed aunt's and uncle's bedroom. Once | got in my room, | left everything there, beginning 
with my coat and shoes, and ending up with shopping. | only took a shampoo and made my way to the 
bathroom. 


The mirror and my reflection entered my line of view and | couldn't help but gawked at it with wide eyes. No 
wonder why that girl had wanted to help. The most conspicuous thing, that jumped up to the eyes and tried to 
rip them out with its presence was a big, juicy bruise on my left cheek. Hadn't it been a painful reminder of 
tonight stuck to my own skin, | would have probably considered it an intriguing piece of modern art. The inner 
part, of a shape somehow resembling - what an irony! - a heart, strut with every shade of deep purple, then 
fading smoothly into the color of a yellow chartreuse. There was no way in the whole hell I'd be able to hide it. 
Then came the cut on my bottom lip. Reddened now, it would slowly gain the purple shade too, it was just the 
matter of a couple of days. It was also wildly diverse from my skin. Either way my complexion was rather 
light, but that feature intensified. | was paper white, with a slightly bluish accent, but it wasn't like | was hit in 
a head on a regular basis. | could even notice barely visible blood stains on my neck and the very upper part 


of the collar of my shirt. 


| shook my head, getting rid of the useless observations, and grabbed the shampoo instead. | carefully followed 
the instructions, obviously irritated by the noise falling water made, straight up to the point when | had to 
wait for half an hour up to forty minutes for my hair to catch the color. 


In the meantime | returned to my room - damp and still messy hair tied in a knotted quickly made bun - to 
dig out an old, worn out duffel bag from the bottom of my wardrobe and to throw in onto the bed. | prepared 
for myself clothes to wear after doing my hair: first brand new, so far not worn tight leather pants, an 
Aerosmith tank top and a bottle green hoodie, on which | would be wearing a black leather jacket, similar to the 
ones Ramones wore. It had to be enough. But before | got busy with the rest, | reached to my night table, 
looking at the family photo with a warm smile. | took it off its frames, sent the last glance and laid it on the 
table not to forget about it later. Then | went on to stuff to pack, starting with another newly bought item - 
brown cowboy boots. Skinny, high waist jean trousers, followed by straight, black, material ones. One pair of red 
shorts. Black, ripped leggings with a stripe of zebra pattern on outer sides. One random skirt. The only three 
vinyls | owned - The Doors’ debut album, fourth untitled Led Zeppelin album, "Destroyer" by Kiss, to which | 


added my only cassette - Aerosmith's "Get Your Wings". | wanted neither of them to damage during the travel. 
Then | threw a few tank tops and T-shirts, mostly plain and with different bands' logos, and no more than four 
long sleeved shirts, differently patterned. Underwear, additional extras and atop of it all landed my favorite 
book - Orwell's "Nineteen eighty four", just after | had tucked the photo I'd prepared behind its cover. | would 
put a vanity bag at the very end. Looking around | thought whether I'd packed everything and slapped my palm 
against my forehead. Sure. | kneeled down, wet hair sticking to my face, and from beneath my bed | took out a 
small case with my savings made throughout last years. | would need them all. They went straight to my 


wallet, which itself ended up in my handbag, water and sandwiches keeping it the companion. 


After having everything packed | checked the clock; | had five more minutes of waiting. Taking cosmetics and 
clothes to dress up in with me | went back to the bathroom. | finished the process of dyeing, wrapped my hair 
in the towel to dry it, applied makeup and got dressed as the last point. No more than fifteen minutes later | 
could admire the whole new look | aimed for. Making sure all of the doors were closed, | quickly used a hair 
dryer, took the necessities left and added them to the bag | could finally zip. | put on by combat boots, wrote 
a short, soothing note and went downstairs. | attached it to the fridge with a magnet, one hundred percent 


sure it would be found in the morning, and went out before anyone could see or stop me. 

A walk to the greyhound station went fast, though | had some serious apprehension about the bag's state. As 
soon as | arrived there the only person | saw was a redhead girl sitting on a bench with her head low, nodding 
it in an odd manner. A half-wit. | planned to sneak to the other bench unnoticed by her, but suddenly the 
bottom my bag gave up to the weight inside it. 

Holy fuck. 


| tried to prevent everything from falling down onto the pavement, succeeding only partially. Cursing under my 


breath | put everything back to the ripped bag. How on Earth would it possibly survive the journey?! 


"Nice music taste, girl. May | help you?" | heard a baritone near me and | raised my head a little, only for me 


to notice the stranger and for him not to notice my whole face. 
Holy fuck for the second time. That ginger girl was a dudel 


"No. | can help myself just fine." | smothered the shock and snarled coldly, hanging my head down again and 


wanting him to go away, not to blissfully observe my shameful situation. 
"Happen to doubt." 
"If you keep on making fun of me, | can accidentally kick your ass." 


He just chuckled and crouched near me. | froze, my suspiciousness growing. What was he up to? Another one 


to rob me? 


He noticed that change. 


"Hey, calm down, girl. Unlike you, | don't intend for kicking you, trust me. By the way, what's your name?" 
No. The biggest mistake I'd made in my life has been to trust a guy | just met. | won't make it ever again 


"That's none you your business! Go away and leave me alone!" | shouted, straightening and trying to scare him 


with my attitude. He looked at me and frowned. 
"Shit. Who'd done this to you?!" 
"Not your business too! Nobody, right?! | did it by accident!" 


He held me by my shoulders and | stiffened, alerted. As he spoke, his voice was calmer, as if he was talking to 


a baby. 
‘I've seen too much of these in my life to believe you. | know how a hit person and a smashed face look like. | 
really don't wanna hurt you in any way, ‘cause | myself am running away from a hell. | know you have no 


reason to trust me yet but please, don't judge me bad." 


He looked a bit sad, but completely sincere. And he seemed to be smart too. After a fight in my mina, | 
sighted. 


"Name's Rose.” | murmured. 

He smiled, looking like the happiest person on the whole planet. 

‘Im William, but call me Bill. Lets start again Can | help you?" 

| smiled back 

"id be grateful. | have no idea what happened to this bag” 

"Where are you going?" 

"| dontt exactly know. Just far away from here. Whichever bus comes first. You?" 


"The first bus is to New York City in around half an hour, but I'm taking the next one to LA. You may always 


go there with me if it doesn't make you a difference." 
| shrugged. "Sure, why not?" 


"Great. You can put some of your stuff in your purse and the rest in my backpack. | have a plenty of space 


there anyway.” 


"| don't think it's a good idea" - | sighted - "What after we part? I'll end up with garments in my hands? It has 
to be another way of solving this.” 


"| presume you don't have anywhere to sleep, so why don't you just move with me to my friend's? No 


innuendo.” - He grinned - "I just wanna help." 


| snorted, but shook my head. However tempting the idea was and no matter how much of a bad girl was | 


aiming to become now, | had to put this idea down for an obvious reason 
"| can't just go there without him knowing! What if he throws me out, huh?" 
"You cook?" 


"Yeah." 


"Then he won't. He's a rocker, a normal food's a deficit in his case." - He looked at me again from above my 


vinyls. Did he ever stop grinning? - “And I'm gonna be a rocker too, you know. Gonna make a band with him." 
"Yeah, sure." | replied totally not convinced. 


"IIl take it as a challenge. And you'll seel" - He raised my book and a photo that fell out of it from the 
concrete. - "Is that litte blonde girl you?" 


| nodded and add: "With my.. aunt and uncle." He couldn't miss the fact they looked different than me. I'm white, 


they're African-Americans. 
| bit my lip as he read the text on the back: "Margaret, Andrew and Rosie. 12/25/11. First Christmas together.” 
"You're..." 


"Adopted. Yes." | carefully observed his reaction for a reason only | knew, but so nothing unusual. "They never 


insisted on being called mom and dad, but | love them with all my heart anyway. | was six years old there" 
"Then why are you running?" 

"Dont feel like talking ‘bout it" 

He nodded in understanding, 

"My biological father left my mom before | was born. | have a stepfather that brought terror to the house" 


"lm so sorry.” 


He brushed it off. He was not ready to reveal this much in front of all in all a stranger, just as me. 


"Nevermind. Seems like we're done here, so let's take a sit for the rest of the time. We should get to know 
each other." - He pulled out a pack of red Marlboros. - "Want one?" 


"| don't smoke.." - | promptly made up my mind. - "But well, | may have a try." 


Beginnings can be somewhat hard 


Author's Notes: 

Another character introduced. ** The next chapter may not appear in the very nearest future, cause l'll have 
to think over the way to the next step. Again, sorry for possible mistakes (learning English isn't the same as 
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"Sleeping beauty.. Hey, Rose, you pretty fucker, time to wake up! We're almost there!" 


The sound of what seemed to be Bill's baritone pulled me out of the Morpheus embrace. | laid my hands on my 
thighs, then stretching my arms, and found out | had fallen asleep on his shoulder. | yawned and sent him a 


sleepy smile. 

"Morning, Bill, nice to hear you're in a good linguistic shape." - | thought I'd have to get used to this, he already 
talked like an average LA self-styled rocker. - "Despite you being skinny as shit, your shoulder‘s surprisingly 
comfortable. | hope it doesn't hurt." 

"No worry ‘bout that. Your custom made pillow did just fine." 

| giggled and looked at the green material that fell down between us the moment | raised my head. At some 
point of the journey it had become too hot inside the greyhound to sit in a jacket and a hoodie, so | took off 
both of them. The first garment hung safely on the back of the seat in front of me, the second had been 
used as a pillow for me right after a long chat. | had told him about my life before being adopted as | 
remembered it and after moving to aunt's and uncle's, he had told about the boy he'd met at school - one and 
same | had attended and graduated earlier that year - Jeff, also known as Izzy. The one who wass gonna host 
the two of us for the closer unknown time. 

"What time is it?" - | asked while rubbing my eyes - "I thought we'll be travelling forever." 

‘It's around eleven twenty here." 


One twenty p.m. back in Lafayette. 


| stood up and prepared myself to get off the bus. He looked at me for a while and stood up as well, collecting 
his things and rubbish. 


"So what exactly is our destination?" 


"Santa Monica Boulevard. Then we'll find Izzy's house." 


"IFs kinda long, you know? The Boulevard." 
"Don't bother your pretty head with that, just follow me." 
When Bill said that was the right place, we got off the bus. 


Its one thing to see photos of LA, another to observe a tiny part at once from a window, but when you see 
the City of Angels in its full glory, you are above starstruck. Colorful posters and now turned off neon lights 
are surrounding you and you have no idea what to hang your eyes on. Anywhere you turn you see at least 
two clubs or shops, or bars of any type. | spinned around, absorbing the sight, thoroughly mesmerized. | 
turned my attention to Bill, he seemed exactly as impressed by what he was looking at as | was. He smiled 
dreamily and just then | realized that my lips were curled with same smile as well. 


"This is my new age beginning in this city, Rose. And you're starting a new front page too. How fucking cool is 
that, girl?" 


"Totally." - | agreed before noticing a pay phone booth nearby. - "Take in as much of the view as you can, 


your first time in Los Angeles will never happen again. I'm back in a minute." 

He only nodded his head so | headed to the booth, digging dimes out of my pocket. | stormed inside, shut the 
door behind me and inserted coins into the machine. | quickly dialed a number and, holding the receiver close to 
my ear, counted signals. After the sixth one | finally heared the voice | knew so well. 

"Margaret Sommers, who's calling?" 

"Auntie?" - | breathed out. - "It's me, Rose.” 


"Rosie?! Are you all right?! We haven't have heard from you for two days almost! Where-" 


"Hush, I'm all right." - | shushed her, feeling my heart melting. - "I promised you I'd call, | wrote it in the note. 
Look, I'm so sorry it went like this, but | really had to go promptly.” 


"Are you sure everything's fine, sweety?" Her voice was concerned. And as much as I'd like to, | couldn't tell 
her about this madman back in Lafayette. He was dangerous, if he had known he might have.. | shook my head 
vigorously. | didn't wanna think about him, when everything was about to be better from that time on. 

"Yes, auntie. Please, don't you worry.” 

"Rose, darling, did you go to find your... you know?" 

‘Of course not! How could you think so?" - | was nearly hugging the receiver. She had always been afraid I'd 


like to look for my biological parents. But what for? They didn't want me so why should | want them? - "I've 


told you millions of times you're my family. You, not anybody else. The person | am, | am because of your 


efforts and care and I'm grateful to have you. | love you and uncle. Do you hear me, auntie?" 

‘Oh, Rose, we love you too! So much!" - Her voice was cracking with emotion. In my head | saw the tears of 
happiness in her eyes and a bright smile on her lips. - "But tell me, where are you? Watch out, baby. l'm so 
afraid, you're all alone.” 

‘lm not alone. | met a guy on a greyhound station" 


"Was that supposed to calm me down?" 


| giggled. "This time yes. He's treating me like | was his younger sister. He is actually older than me, three 


years. A really nice boy" 
If you say so. You've always had an inner radar when it comes to people." 
| bit my lip. There was one exception from that rule. 


"Yeah. Auntie, I'd love to talk more, but have to go now. I'll call you every now and then, okay? You know | keep 


my promises. Is uncle at work?" 

"Yes, sweetie." 

"Hug him from me, then. | really have to go." 

"Of course. | love you, Rosie." 

| love you too, aunt” 

| hung the receiver on its place and went back to Bill. 

"Here you arel" - he exclaimed - "Let's go. Its not that far." 
"And more precisely?" 

He smirked wickedly. 


“Sunset Strip, girl." 


RK 


Never in my life had | seen the street as full of life as Sunset Boulevard, let alone the Strip. As if to contrast 
it, the nearby internal road we just entered had hardly anything in common with it. 


"Not quite a street I'd expect a rockstar to live, huh?" | said with irony, raising my eyebrow at the dirty walls 
and rubbish on the pavement. It was a shock that not a single wild western tumbleweed passed us by. 


Bill maked no effort to comment, so | just followed him to the inside of a shabby staircase. Once in front of 
one of the apartments, the redhead just opened the door. No knocking. Friends or not, I'd smother him for that 
if | were the owner. | stepped in as well, the awful smell of mustiness, alcohol and cigarettes hitting me like a 


biological weapon. 
"|zz?! You here, fucker?!" Bill bellowed. 


"You think I'd leave the fucking door opened while out, moron?" - the voice from the inside answered, followed 
by its owner. Leather pants - | guessed everyone wore them - and plain white shirt. Unbuttoned. - "Anyway, 


hi dude. Long time-" - He noticed me. - "Who the fuck is she?!" 


"Hello, nice to meet you too. Bill's told me a lot about your charming and engaging character. | must admit he 
was right.” 


The redhead started to laugh. "She has a name. It's Rose." 


"Not even an hour in LA and you already find yourself a chick" Izzy shook his head, treating me like the air, 
probably thinking I'm a poor groupie. 


"Are you always such a dick for the people you first see or should | feel honored?" | asked him slightly 


annoyed. 


He turned around to face me. He might not have been the most handsome guy I'd met in my life, but man, 


those eyes were piercing. | stare straight into them and curled my lips. 

‘She's from Lafayette, not a local hooker, so better don't be an ass." Bill told, but we're continuing our little 
battle of sights. Finally he broke it in order to scan me from my head down to my toes. The corner of his 
mouth raised a bit. 

"You're not like all of those dumb chicks here." 

"You are definitely like all of those poor so called rockers here." 

"How many of them do you know?" - | could only narrow my eyes. - "That's what | thought. I've got a feeling 
we may get along, girl" He smiled at me more friendly, so | returned the smile and took a first serious glance 


of the apartment, hearing him mumbling "And l'm not a poor rocker!" in the background. 


It looked as if a typhoon had happily got there, flew around in joy, and ran away. Implying the typhoon had 


come from the glass factory on some alcohol concern's service. Fully empty, half empty and entirely not 


empty Jack Daniels or beer bottles laid here and there. They seemed to make the main part of the décor. The 
ex-content of some of them created graceful stains on the couch and the carpet around. Izzy's belongings wer 
everywhere but obviously not on their right places, what was easy to state. Trash can must have been 
overloaded, cause random waste also appeared in different places. To make the view full and complete, the 
whole place was softly sprinkled with few forgotten cigarette butts. | didn't even want to explore the 
kitchenette nor the bedroom. 


| conclude you've had more interesting things to do instead of cleaning up for the past four years?" | asked 
him. 


"C'mon. Not whole four yet. Besides, you see.." - He raked his hand through his jet black hair. - "I didnt know 
Bill will bring somebody with him, so | kind of." - He turned to Bill. - "We're meeting someone tonight" 


"Hell, are you serious? | just got here!" 

"If you made up your mind when it comes to the band, you can stay. 

"Are they your bandmates?" 

"No. My folks. | ain't in a band anymore" - He looked back to me. - "But you told me not to be an ass for her 


"If it's me that bothers you, | don't mind, really. H's not like I'm gonna hold ya both on a leash. Go if you want 


| assured. 
"Dunno how long will that take." 


"No prob. I'll get familiar with the place. Unpack our staff and shit” - In a way | really meant this. - "Go, take 
your time, there's no hurry." - | grabbed them by their shoulders and slowly walked towards the door. - "You 
have a lot to talk about. And we don't want to ruin your upcoming career, now, do we? So have fun!" | finished, 


opening the door an pushing them out. | closed them, but still heard a muffled voice of Izzy: 

"Dude, did she really just kicked us out of my damn place?" 

"Yeah, | already experienced she can be bossy." 

"| kinda like her." 

They voices faded away as they went down the stairs. For a while | wandered around the apartment, checking 
its state. It actually wasn't as bad as the first impression could've suggested. Not to say further inside | 


discovered - to my delight - a turntable. Perfect. 


On a table near the door | noticed keys. | opened all of the windows available, grabbed some money an left, 
making my way down the street until | found a supermarket. | quickly obtained some food and, most of all, 


detergents of various usage and garbage bags. Maybe the guys wouldn't be content because of that, but come 
on, from then on that was my house too. And had no intention of living in a dump. | came back there and 
temporarily put shoppings aside. | chose Aerosmith's debut album from Izzy's vinyls that were in a drawer 
under the turntable and put the record on. With the music around me | started the long and not so challenging 


cleaning up. 


eR 


(Izzy's POV) 

We came back home with Bill, drunk, but just a little. We had jammed with those dudes Tracii had met me with 
- on their instruments, as | hadn't have a chance to take my guitar with me - and it had turned out well. | 
even got a fucking impression we might create a fine band. So we had been kinda obligated to celebrate. Luckily 
Bill had have his money with him. 

But as soon as | stepped inside | petrified, dumbfounded. 

"No shit!" | heared Bill. | couldn't fucking express that better. 

"I didn't even remember there's so much space in here." - | mumbled. - "Rose did it all by her own?" 


"No, a Holy Ghost helped her, and what do you think you idiot?!" 


We dared to move further and saw Rose sleeping on the couch. Bill took her in his arms, apparently about to 


lay here elsewhere, my bedroom | supposed, but she woke up. 

"Oh, hey guys. You back?" 

"As you see" - | responded - "What you did here, that's fuckin’ impressive, girl. Me, it would took ages. 
"You wouldn't even get started" 

| chuckled. She was right. Then | froze, reminding myself of my pot 

"You also cleaned the bedroom?" 

"As much as | could, yeah" 

"Including nightstand?" 


"U-huh. Interesting piece of furniture." She winked. God, she found it! 


"Fuck!" 


"Easy. If you're talking ‘bout weed, its still where its been | get it, sex, drugs, rock'n'roll and shit, as you 
please, but forget | ever saw it. Involving in the first two is not the number one on my life goals list so far. 


That's trouble." 
| smirked at her. She didn't know what world she'd got herself into. 


"Everybody says so. More time with us and you'll change your mind. 


Flashbacks Of The Wicked Week or How Not To Be Eaten 
In LA 
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Thursday. Day One. 


| woke up to the melodic sound of a soft snoring as the first person in the apartment, which didn't much of 
surprise me. The night before guys had let me sleep on the bed and I'd been too sleepy to notice that due to 
lack of place | wouldn't be there alone. | actually had fallen asleep before one of them had crushed next to me. 
| turned around to find a mop of jet black and | smiled a little. Izzy. Hell knew how much more longer would he 
be sleeping. There was no need to wake him up so | carefully got out of the bed and sneaked to the main room. 
Stretching a bit | proudly looked around it. From one night's perspective the outcome of my yesterday's big 
clean up hit even more. In a positive way. Bill laid on the couch, also still in a deep sleep, so quietly | made my 


way to the kitchenette. The antic radio clock showed the time of 5.24 am, assuming it worked as it ought to. 


Not rushing | left the room for a second in order to wash my face and teeth. In a tiny bathroom with faded, 
sickly green oil paint on the walls there was only much enough space to turn around. Bare bulb was hanging 
miserably from the ceiling above the sink, barely lightning the shower in the corner and the toilet in the other. 
In fact the whole apartment was tiny. Claustrophobic bathroom. One bedroom with a bed, the wardrobe, the 
nightstand and a low bookstand under the windowsill, now empty, and also approximately three square meters 
of a free space. One main room - because calling it a living room would be a huge overstatement, they tended 
to be bigger than that - with, typically, a couch, table and a shelf for the turntable and records. A part of it 


pretending to be anteroom, with commode and a few hangers. Kitchenette. And seriously that was all. 

Raking a head through my hair | made it back to prepare some breakfast for myself and maybe for the guys. 
| rubbed my drowsy face and hissed sharply. That shitty bruise | forgot about still hurt like hell. While making 
sandwiches | heard a rustle behind me and then slow, heavy steps. 

"Mornin. Can | have some too?" Bill peeked over my shoulder, eyeing the food. 


"Mornin’. Sure.” 


"IIl just go shower. Or you want to first?" 


"Did that yesterday evening. The bathroom's free." 

He nodded, shuffled through his backpack for some clothes and waddled away. | quickly made him a breakfast 
as well and set the kettle on the stove. It took him no more than fifteen minutes to come back, damp hair 
soaking his T-shirt. 

"Coffee?" | asked 

"Why not" 


| made us the drink, shoved croaked plates in his hands and took cups. We sat on the coach to eat our 


breakfast. Bill hung his eyes on my face and stroked my left cheek 

"You still don't feel like talking ‘bout it? You know you're kinda doomed to us two from now on" 

"| doubt Ill ever feel like talking about it: 

"Okay. I'm just worried, little girl’ 

"Im not a little girl!" 

"You're not even adult yet" 

"And still far more mature than you." 

We had been arguing like this for some more time even after we ate our sandwiches until Izzy showed up, a 


frown on his face. 


eR 


(Bills POV) 


| could swear when this fucker appeared only in his tracksuit bottoms low on his hips and with messy hair, 
Rose took her time to scrutinize him intensely. Maybe it wasn't that good idea to let him sleep with her in one 
bed. God knew what he had in his brain Normally it wouldn't bother me, but | started our friendship from 
treating her more like my second sister. Not that | could help it. Feisty and lively just like Amy, with this damn 
"lll-do-it-myself" attitude, younger.. 


And bruised. Amy often had plenty of them too. 


| might have been trouble. I'd had plenty of issues with the police back in Indiana and kick my balls if | 
regretted this. But I'd also witnessed and had been a victim of abuse. That's why it had taken one look at her 
face to instantly want to protect her. 


"Why must you be so loud here? You know what hour is it?" Izzy snapped me out of my thoughts with his 


complaints. 

"Our body clock's haven't got used to LA yet." - Rose told. - "For them it's past nine now." 
"Nevermind. Any queue to bathroom?" 

"Nope, go. Sandwiches and coffee?" 

"If you'll be so wonderful.” 


She smiled broadly, took our empty dishes and went to the kitchenette while Izzy shut the bathroom door 
behind him. 


"Are you going to see those musician guys today as well?" she asked, 


"Hell if | knew." | leaned beside her and crossed my arms, watching her washing dishes. | was an ass not to help 


her, but | hated any cleaning. 


"| probably should find myself a job too, but | don't think anybody will hire me with this something on my face. 
Or maybe you'll buy me foundation” 


"Fun-what?" 


"That's what | thought" 


eR 


Half an hour later we all sat in the living room just lazing the fuck up. Izzy was jamming on his acoustic guitar. 
"What we're doing with sleeping?" | broke the silence. Boys looked at me awkwardly. 

"What do you mean?" 

"We've got one bed and one couch for the three of us." 


"One night Bill's here, the next | am. Simple as that" Izzy said, but | shook my head. 


"That's not fair. | should sleep on the couch just as often as you" 
"You dont imply I'd ever sleep with him in one bed?!" Bill shouted | rolled my eyes. 

"Calm your ass. 'm not telling you to do anything but sleep there. Unless you want to. 

| grinned when a long, disgusted "Eeewww!" reached my ears. We stayed quiet for a while 


"What about buying a mattress? Without an additional bed. There's enough space in the bedroom for it. Then 


we'll rotate." 
"Sounds reasonable." Bill agreed. 
"Fine." - Izzy snorted - "What are you gonna pay with? A joyful smile?" 


‘Money maybe? | still have some and they ain't that expensive. By the way, how big's the rent? We'll divide 


into three." 


"Nine hundred bucks. But" - He made a face and scratched the side of his neck. - "I haven't paid for the last 


month." 

“That's to catch up with." 

"And | paid only the half of the earlier." 

"Dude, how come do you even still live here?" Bill asked. 


"I talked to the owner and postponed it, okay? My band was shit" - He smiled broadly. - "But the next one's 


gonna be awesome." 
They grinned to each other like retards. | rolled my eyes. 


"You have to make one first.” 


Friday, Day two. 
(Izzy's POV) 


"| haven't asked her cause.. you know, but how the fuck did she get that bruise on her cheek and a cut on her 


lip?" | whispered to Bill as we watched Rose from the so-called-living room through the opened bathroom door 


applying her make-up. 


‘I've no idea, dude. She won't tell me." - He answered quietly, his eyes not leaving the girl. - "When | first asked 


she snarled at me and tried to persuade it was an accident" 

"Even | wouldn't believe, damn you. And I've probably seen less of those in my life than you" 

"You ready?" Rose twittered, walking up to us 

"For about an hour" Bill murmured 

We got out and started walking down the street. Suddenly we heard a crunch behind us. | wouldn't have given it 
a flying fuck if Rose hadn't clung to my arm and turned around. For a short while | got to have a glimpse on 


her alerted expression and wide, frightened eyes. 


| turned my head just to see a mongrel jogging across the street, but Rose looked around as if she expected 
somebody to jump out of the blue. | exchanged glances with Bill. That was strange. 


She sighted discreetly and casually started to walk again, this time a bit faster though. Once on a Sunset Strip, 
she faced us, laying hands on her hips. 


"Well, | guess you go your own way now and | go alone." 

"You sure?" Bill asked, looking at me again. 

"Just don't pamper me, please. l'm a big girl, you remember?" 

"You don't know the city." 

"That's about time | changed it. Oh, and | don't know when I'll be back" 
"Okay." - | spoke before my friend did it. - "Good luck" 

"Good luck to you too. See yal" 

We watched her recede with her hands in the pockets of her leather pants. 
"What the fuck was that?" Bill asked me. | got him. 

"Shit. Maybe she's wanted?" 


"Does she look like a fucking criminal for you? She's running from something, but what on earth could she be 


so scared of?!" 


"We better keep an eye of her. Just in case." | concluded. 


Saturday. Day three. 

| shut the door angrily behind me. Bill and Izzy raised their heads to look at me. 

"Nothing today as well | presume." The second one spoke. 

"Don't fucking say anything!" - | shouted with frustration - "You know what?! | was just about to talk to the 
owner of one bar, | was already walking in through the door, when some bleached bimbo shoved me off her 
way and got there instead of mel" - | groaned, stamping my foot. - "Guess what! She fucking got the job! And 


she even dared to stick her tongue at me as she passed!" 


They obviously didn't know how to react. | sighted, trying to calm myself down. It started to get at me. It's 
impossible to find a job in LA in just two days. Shit, even two months could not be enough! 


"Oh, you bought the mattress. Great." | noticed it in the bedroom between the door and the window wall. Brand 
new sheet, blanket, pillowsheet and the pillow itself were lying on it. | started to make that primitive bed just to 
make anything. When dore, | collapsed onto it with a sigh, but sat up straight away. 

"| will never find a job here." 


Izzy lifted from the coach and moved to sit beside me, the cigarette dangling from his lips. 


"Nobody ever told it would be easy." - he said - "That's Los fucking Angeles, dammit! It eats you alive and 


doesn't live a single bone if you don't know how to fight. It's not a bed of roses." 


"That was a hell of a comfort, thank you very much." | mumbled, my gaze plastered to the floor in front of 


me. 


"Hey. | said, if you don't know how to fight. You only have to learn it. If everybody's asses to you, then be a 
bitch to them" 


"| guess I'll have to. No regrets." | said, mostly to convince myself. | took the cigarette out of Izzy's mouth, 


took a drag and handed it back to him. And | even didn't cough. 


Sunday, Day four. 


"So we're all gonna lose some weight. Useful for me, not that great for you two." 

Bill rolled his eyes. "Could you please stop fucking? What does it come from anyway?" 

"I still aint got no job, you still aint got no band. We're running out of money after paying another part of 
Izzy's debt and out of the food. Talking of which, what the hell are those new bottles of booze doing here? 


What part of "the proper meal" don't you understand?" 


"Any part of it" - Izzy grinned to me. - "Those by you are the first ones I've seen for almost four years. 
Don't worry, you'll get used to it as well. And you were wrong. We got a band." 


"Seriously?" 


"Yeah!" - Bill looked so proud. - "Now we're looking for a place we can make some gigs and earn. A few hundred 


bucks maybe. We're good" 
"Well, finally. Maybe we'll be lucky enough now to be thrown from this high standard suite on our bare asses!" 
They both laughed. Like they had any reason. 


"God, you're the best, Rose, but why so sarcastic? Get to listen to us first!" 


Monday. Day five. 


Another useless trial of getting hired, | thought to myself entering the shittilionth club. | didn't even look at its 
name. What for? They would either tell they didn't need any additional staff or tell they were gonna call and 


kick me out without even asking if | had a phone anyway. Like all of the previous owners did. 


| slowly made it to the counter, looking around the dim and smoky inside. | could notice two, maybe three 
waitresses walking around There was somebody onstage; somebody sounding like a fusion of a dying cat and a 


croak of an elder toad. | winced. 


"What can | get you, sweetie?" A nice voice from behind the counter asked. | turned my head to meet a 


handsome waiter. He was wiping a glass and smirking at me. 


"I'd love you to get me a job here. Preferably as a waitress." | leaned against the counter and bent forward a 


little, as flirtatious as | could be. 


Not without a satisfaction | observed him eyeing me, stopping at the level of my cleavage for a bit longer. 


Then he raised it back to my face. 


"Can try. Just go there with me." He pointed somewhere behind him with his thumb. | cocked my eyebrow. 
"What for?" 
He chuckled. "Nothing indecent. There's a boss' office there." 


| sat on the counter, flipped my legs to the other side and jumped onto the floor. "So what are we waiting 


for?" 


He led me to the back of the bar, opened a door and held it for me. | entered the room, looking around and 
then turning my gaze at the man behind the desk. The waiter followed close behind me. 


"You've told we're short of waitresses after Mel got pregnant and Jess left. So | found you one." He spoke to 


the man. 
The owner remained silent for a while. 
"Come here, child" He finally commanded. 


| did as he told, having a better view on him. Over his sixties | guessed, already grey and balding, with a classy 


moustache, he smoked a Cuban cigaro. I'd no idea what he did in this shithole, he didn't match it. 
"What's your name?" 
"Rose. Rose Sommers, sir." 


"l'm no sir, child" - He smiled. God, he looked just like Marlon Brando in Coppola's "The Godfather". - "How old 


are you?" 

“Seventeen” | grimaced. 

"That's no problem for as long as you can carry a tray and not fall down" 
"Of course | can. Otherwise | wouldn't be looking for the post of a waitress." 
"Is three hundred dollars a week enough for you?" 


"How many?" | probably looked like a moron with those wide eyes, but hell, that was a half more than my wage 


back in Lafayette! 


"I know." - He sighted heavily. - "I remember Troubadour in its better times, but less people come here 


nowadays. We can't afford more. | hope you understand” 


"0. Of course | do." - | managed to stutter. | shook my head and got my shit together. - "What you proposed 
is just fine." 


"That's wonderful. Will you be able to start tomorrow at six pm?" 
"Absolutely no problem 

"Fantastic. But you don't have to treat me like a patriarch" - Oh God. Had | really just blushed? He chuckled, 
stood up and walked up to me. - "Please call me by my name. Im James. And well, lIl see you tomorrow then’ 
- He offered me his hand and | shook it. - "Goodbye, Rose" 

"Goodbye... James 

Me and the boy went out. | looked at him, dumbfounded 

"Did | really just got this job?" | hardly believed that 

"| guess yes. l'm Darren, Dare for friends’ 

| smiled. "Can | consider myself your friend?" 

"Sure, gorgeous. l'm so sorry but | gotta go back to work. | have my shift now. See you tomorrow’ 

"Bye, Dare" 

Going back home | couldn't stay calm for long. At some point | started to run and | didn't slow down any sooner 
than in front of the apartment. Izzy and Bill were out, so | jumped onto the couch, raised my fist in the air 


and shouted: 


"| did itl" 


Everybody\'s first day 
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Walking down the street slowly, | just couldn't bring myself fo quicken the pace or to stop. Everything was covered 
with a thin layer of a cold, creamy fog that left goosebumps on your skin. Most people would expect the sun to 
rise in few seconds, warming the air and sending that fog fo hell, but | on the contrary felt - no, | knew - that 
time had stopped in the dawn, this brief moment straight after the night was gone, but just before the true 
daybreak And this state would never change. 


So the light was grey, the pavement was grey, the fog was gray, so dense that | wasnt able fo see anything 
further than twenty, maybe twenty five inches ahead Nevertheless, | was perfectly aware of where | was, at 
least where the address was considered It was the street in Lafayette that | had lived on for eleven years 


| had no idea where this certainty came trom, but sure enough, it was there. But as much as the feeling of 
familiarity was inside me, outside | was wrapped in a slick impression of foreignness that was only intensified by the 
everlasting fog 


Somewhere in my chest another emotion started to grow; the anxiety. It was the neighborhood | had known but it 
wasn't the same. It was unnaturally calm. Freezing wing blew in my face, but paradoxically deadly silence rang in 
my ears. Both sent chills down my spine. 


1 have to go home, | have to get out of here. - | thought, wrapping my arms around myself. - How did | even end 
up here? It feels lke a damn abandoned graveyard! 


İt seemed that the moment | finished my thought, the wind began to blow stronger. Stronger and faster, faster 
and stronger, it became a tempest, while the silence responded by deepening; the ringing in my ears increased fo a 
high-pitched noise impossible fo endure. | dropped to my knees, and embraced my head with my arms, anything just 
fo hide from it. The winds howling imitated the one of condemned souls. | was close to madness, when suddenly it 
all stopped | blinked several times and dared to stand up, immediately frightened by the screech of an opened gate 
somewhere behind me. | turned around to see the source, but of course all in vain. 


Something was coming, and Id be damned if it wasnt anything bad. 


| kept turning, vigilant fo see anything, but nothing prepared me for the movement of the air around me, the kind 


you feel when youre standing too close to the road and a speeding truck passes you. | lost my balance and saw 
the big square bricks rushing up to meet me - 


~ | jolted and sat up, breathing heavily. 
God Damn! 


| fell back, sighing heavily to calm my trembling breath. I'd hardly ever had nightmares, but when one occured, 
it would usually meant that something bad was going to happen | was convinced that this time wouldn't be any 
different, not to mention how wickedly unclear it had been. | was never good at interpreting hidden signs or 


second meanings. 


Realizing | wouldn't fall asleep again anyway, | just decided to get up and make myself a cup of tea from - 
what became apparent seconds later - the only teabag left. Being the one to wake up the earliest, | tiptoed 
around the kitchen as quietly as | could We were running out of literally everything except bottles of different 
alcohol, as always in this house. The bread was so stale | doubted even hungry birds would eat it, all of the 
canned or jarred food couldn't really be called food anymore, evolving into a laboratory's fungi samples. 


Shopping was the ultimate necessity, but.. 


| opened the cupboard and took out the envelope in which we'd put our savings. Just as | thought, there wasn't 
much left. For the entire past week we'd been just spending it, and none of us had put any more money in 
there - all in all we'd been unemployed - so it had diminished more and more every day. But now at least 
every little debt was even, every resolve needed was made, and we were willing to really hold onto it. | myself 


was not entirely keen on leaving the place and desperately looking for another, thank you very much. 


| threw the used teabag into the bin, and by the time my tea cooled a little, | had cleaned and dressed myself. 
There wasn't much to do, considering that | didn't want to disturb the guys still sleeping in the bedroom, so | 
just took my book and started to read it for the second time. When | got paid, I'd buy myself another one, 
preferably some | hadn't already read. Or maybe a new record for my collection, the one that I'd love to be 


huge someday. Or maybe some new clothes. | really didn't know. 


| was somewhere in the middle of the third chapter when | heard noises from the bedroom, and a few pages 


further when the door opened and both boys appeared, saying good morning. 


‘lm hungry as fuck," Izzy mumbled, lighting a cigarette and putting it between his lips. "Whadda we have to 
eat?" 


"Nothing," | replied casually. 


‘Seriously? How?" Bill groaned while opening drawers and then the fridge with despair. He found the expired 
victuals, pulled a face, and threw it all into the bin 


"Lets go out and get us some pizza," Izzy suggested and added with a little smile, "We can afford it." 


"Do you mean-" 


"We've booked two club gigs in the upcoming week," Bill cut me off with a grin. "We're getting paid a hundred 


bucks each for one. And there's a chance we'll manage to have more." 
"That's fantastic, guys!" | congratulated them. 

"We know, that's why you're going to see us tonight," The redhead added. 
This time it was me who smiled broadly. 

"Unfortunately for you, | can't. I'll be at work then" 


"So you found a job too? That's great!" Now Bill was nearly jumping all around the room. "The nearest night 
that you're free, we gotta celebrate." 


"Sure, I'll let you know. So, now, you're both getting ready and we're going out for a lunch. Hope you know a 


pizzeria nearby, |zz." 

Its amusing how fast men could be ready when food was considered. Not even 20 minutes were needed and 
they were waiting in front of the door, telling me to hurry up. | laid the book aside, put on my cowboy boots - 
hell, | truly was proud of having them - and we whisked out the door. Izzy led us to the pizzeria he knew, and 
we chatted and laughed on the walk there. 

"So tell me, boys, where are you playing?" 

"Some shitty whiskey bar, | dunno, ‘Alabama'?" 

"| know it, | tried to get hired there." 


"Lucky they didn't take you on. Its such a hole, on the edge of bankruptcy. But in a way, that's good for us. 
They're desperate to find something that'll draw people's attention" 


"Seen those handmade posters waitress's been hanging when we were looking for the owner, Bill?" Iz asked, then 
took a sip of his beer and quoted: "<>" Apparently, he did not remember the name of announced the band. 
"This ain't gonna last too long, but before the lamb goes to slaughter, we oughta shear as much fuckin’ wool 
as we can" 


"Geez, guys, you're so wickedl" | chuckled. 


Bill opened his mouth to speak, but then he paused and took a longer look at me. 


"Wasn't your hair more black than blonde last time | saw you?" 


We hadn't seen each other much lately. They'd come home after I'd been asleep, and me, I'd left before they'd 
got up. 


"It was, indeed. Coloring shampoo, it washes off after you wash your hair a few times. | should probably redo 


it.” 

"Don't, you look better naturally. Not like you weren't looking good with black-" 

"But that's not the matter," | mumbled. 

My mind went back to the peculiar dream I'd had. Good at interpretation or not, it was obvious that if it had 
been about Lafayette, shit connected with Lafayette would happen. And | could definitely think of some shit 
from there. | took my personal glass of beer and downed it within seconds, grimacing at the taste, the thought, 
or both at once. What if that asshole got my trace and decided to follow me to avenge his latest failure? If 
that happened, | couldn't risk being spotted and recognized by him. 

"Hey, Rose, are you there?" Bill somehow got through to me. | smiled weakly. 

"Yeah. Just got lost in thoughts." 

"I noticed. You looked pretty bothered” 

"Nothing big." 


Bailey gave Izzy a quick "| told you" glance, but our pizza arrived before he got the change to say anything. 


"Ahh, it looks tasty," | changed the subject and grabbed myself a big slice. 


EK 
"Dare?" | shouted, entering the empty club. 


"l'm here!" | heard him shouting back, likely from the storeroom. | walked into the back and indeed found him, 
bending over some boxes. 


"Hi. l'm a little early, had nothing to do. Can | help you?" 
"If you insist. We got delivery earlier today, I'll show you what to do." 


He explained to me how to check the package, where to write the condition and amount of stuff, how to check 


whether it was the amount ordered, and where to note the current store state. It was easy, so | quickly got 
it. For some time we worked, barely speaking. When we neared the end of the job, | heard footsteps and a 


smooth female voice: 
"Dare, we're here, gonna get dressed!" 
"Dressed?" | repeated, straightening up. "I don't have any particular clothes with me!" 


"Calm down. Mel went on maternity leave but she left her vest, ‘cause she's hoping to come back eventually. 


She had more or less your figure, so I'll give it to you when we're finished and you can try it on" 
"Okay." 


The rest of the job went fast and smooth. Dare went to get the vest for me and returned, handing me the 


garment. 
"Put it on, I'll turn around." 
When he did, | got dressed, listening to him. 


"The girls are cleaning the room now, so when you're ready you'll help them, ‘kay? They're cousins, or close 
friends, or step-cousins, or friends-as-close-as-cousins, | don't remember exactly. Anyway, they live together 
in one apartment and I've never seen one without the other. The girl with dark brown curly hair is Caroline. 
She's introverted and anti-social, sarcastic as hell, and generally poses as a girl ‘that's above ‘em all', but | 
know better. She can be such a sweetheart. But under no circumstances are you allowed to tell her that | told 
you that. She'd rip my balls off." - By that point | already had the vest on, so | joined him at the threshold to 
take a look at the girls he'd been talking about. - "The other one, the one with red hair, is Ruby. More bubbly, 
more talkative, and unlike Caroline more absent-minded, which can be adorable. But if she's pissed off - shit, 
beware! She throws thunders, the glass shatters, and her Medusa heritage shows up in its full glory. So 
remember, you don't wanna see her mad. But they're both wonderful people. That's it when it comes to a brief 
introduction. You ready?" - He took a glance at me and the corner of his mouth rose in the process. "Nice. 


You'll gonna get big tips." 
| just rolled my eyes with a smile. 


"I hope so, dude. And by the way, are you always that incapable of shutting up? And men think that women 


are the ones who love to gossip," | said with a giggle, and he pretended to punch me in the shoulder. 
"Better join the girls before you upset your boss!" he chuckled. 


He went to the counter and threw me a rag. Thank God my reflexes woke up this time and | caught it, avoiding 


embarrassing myself. | laughed and headed to the main room. 


"Boss, my ass," | mumbled whilst passing him, making sure he would hear it. | had to run away with a wild 


squeak when he revenged me by way of tickling. 

Approaching Ruby and Caroline, | gave them a friendly smile as they turned their heads to me. 

"Hi, I'm Rose. I'm new here." 

"Thanks for mentioning it, I'd have no idea if it wasn't for you," Caroline snapped. 

"Don't listen to her, she's worse than usual today. And it ain't easy," The redhead gave me a warm smile. "Nice 
to meet you, honey. I'm Ruby, and this hellcat here's Caroline. She tends to be a bitch to the newbies. Just 


give her some time." 


The chestnut-haired girl snorted, but a barely visible smile containing something that was probably a pride 


curled her lips. 
"Yeah, hello," She told me. 
We cleaned the whole place just in time before the first customers arrived. It was pretty similar to my job in 


Lafayette, the only difference being that it was far more crowded. Not surprising, because firstly, the bar 


back there was smaller, and second, that town couldn't compare to Los Angeles. 
It also meant that in the City of Angels, they tipped better. 


Ten minutes before closing time, we all gathered at the counter, where Dare was finishing wiping out the 


glasses. 
"So how was your first day here, hon?" Ruby asked me, leaning her chin on a closed fist. 


"Pretty well. The first lesson - the more you bend in those vests, the bigger tip you get," | half-joked and she 
chuckled. 


“Speaking of tips, there was a guy here that said he was interested in you, Rose. | forgot to tell ya earlier," 
Dare threw in. 


"Really?" | raised my brows in surprise. 
Y y P 


"Yeah. A tall blonde, he asked for your name. | didn't tell him what it was, he looked like a desperate loser. But 


he said he'd hang around more often.. Hey, you alright? You got pale. You know him?" 
His eyes narrowed as he studied my face. | put what | hoped to be a calm smile. 


"| don't think so. Next time he shows up, let me know, ‘kay? Maybe l'll even talk to him," | winked, but internally 


| was screaming. 


Desperate. Tall Blonde. | just had to hope that my suspicions were wrong, concerning whom he might have been. 


Distractions are welcome 
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Walking down the street slowly, | just couldn't bring myself fo quicken the pace or stop. Although a light mist was 
flowing through the nearest surroundings, everything further was covered with a thick layer of cold, creamy fog 
that left goosebumps on my skin and the impression of being closed in a cage. Most people would expect the sun 
fo rise in few seconds, warming the air and sending that fog fo hell. 


1 know it lve been here before." 


The thought that had just formed in my head ignited the process of associating the facts Indeed, the whole picture 
extending threateningly before my eyes was painfully familiar to me. How could it not, when I spent every single 
one of the recent nights here? 


Yes, it had been one of those dreams where you know its a dream; but that was pretty much all | was capable of 
perceiving. No changing if, no real participating. Not even waking up before | was meant to. Just knowing, and idle 
observing 


İt didn't meant that | knew the place inside out, oh no. surprised me just as if Id been there for the very first 
time. It was like being in a haze, no thinner than the one closing me in a trap. The tremendous howling of the wind 
appeared more like a deja-vu than an actual memory. The distant creak of the opened gate caused me to jump a 
httle, but as it happened I realized that that was a commonplace event here. Then an itch of an anxious 
anticipation formed beneath my skin and before | was able to figure out why it was there, its source winded past 
me in a rush. But shouldnt | know it was coming? 


| wasn't surprised to see the back of the runner. A man, | supposed, tall and well-built, with short blonde hair. He 
headed towards one of the houses, and when | focused | realized it was none other than my old home in Latayette. 
As quickly as it stunned me, | realized Id known it. The question was, why could that unknown man possibly want to 
get there? 


The answer had been given to me, brutal in its simplicity, the man just turned his head fo glance at me above his 
shoulder, which he'd never done before. | froze in terror and felt my stomach turning around the second | 


recognized his face. 


‘Seth, stop now!" | screamed Hs only reply was sinister laughter, echoing all around 


The only word | had in my head was no; repeated frantically Not really knowing why - or how, for that matter - 
| forced my legs to move and soon | found myself trying to catch up with him and prevent him from getting inside 
my house. | ran for my life in despair, aware that the outcome of the chase would determine the future. 


But it was too late; he got there faster than me. The door slammed shut as loud as the bomb’s explosion and in 
that second the place | loved so much stood in fire. | probably screamed, but Im not sure; my heart hurt so much 
it was as if someone stabbed it with a knife. | dropped to my knees and howled, choking on my tears, bringing shaky 
hands to my mouth, 


| didn't even notice how everything around me started to collapse and dissolve in havoc until the destruction 


reached me. 


| woke up shaking and covered in a cold sweat. Again. It had been like this for the past few days, every time a 
new detail appearing in the nightmare. The point is, last night | hadn't known the man running to the house was 
Seth, as well as he hadn't made it there before | opened my eyes. 


| sobbed uncontrollably, the picture of my burning home still in my mind, but | somehow managed to collect 
myself enough not to weep loudly. | couldn't help the tears though, and | was aware like never before that | 
wouldn't be able to expel the thoughts that were haunting me, or to go to sleep again. 


| quietly got out of the bed and stood up, rubbing my wet cheeks. | tiptoed to the kitchen and poured myself a 
glass of cold milk, giving the radio clock a quick glance. Almost three am. The cycle of bad dreams and shorter 
sleep had been repeating for a good few days, but never before had it ended the night for me that early. | put 
the cartoon back into the fridge, grabbed the glass and went to the window, looking through it. The street we 
lived on was dark, but further away, the bright neon lights of Los Angeles brightened the night sky proudly. 


The stars were not visible. 


| sipped the milk, taking several deep, calming breaths, but as | had expected, | couldn't escape from the 
phantom of the dream. Any moron could see that this nightmare was a meaningful one. | shivered at the 


memory of the overwhelming flames, and the tears welled up my eyes again 


‘Its just your subconscience's way of displaying your fears, | tried to calm down by persuading myself. 
Unsuccessfully. 


Even if I'd had any doubts left, they would have left me by then. A big catastrophe was right around the 
corner, possibly even just a step away. And the nightmare could suggest that I'd put in trouble not only 
myself, but also my dearest. Because of me and the mess with Seth that I'd gotten myself into. 


"Where did | have my head anyway?" | asked myself in a low murmur, a pretty picture of me meeting that 
young man for the first time in my head. ‘In your ass, darling, for sure, my inner voice answered me with 


courtesy before | even finished the question. 


Shaking that scene out of my mind, | put the glass on the sill and sat down against the wall. The idea of taking 
a soothing walk wound through my head, but | quickly concluded it was a rather bad one. Who knew how many 
similar psychos were hidden in the night-time LA? Many, for sure. It wasn't a totally safe city, and | wasn't 
making the same mistake ever again. Nothing constructive in perspective, | looked around the apartment | 
already knew inside out. It appeared very different at night than during the day. Its usual averageness and 
boringness faded away, giving place to a kind of mystery. | let my imagination come close to the surface of my 
being, take away the reality and cover my eyes with its palms, transparent yet transforming. The depths of 
the corners were wrapped in the black satin of darkness. | could sense the presence of the energy cumulated 
there, pulsing, quivering and inviting me to merge with it. With a little smirk | closed my eyes, pressed my 
palms firmly to the dusted floor, pretending | could master it to skim up my arms, twirl around me, raising 
my hair with a delicate, cool breeze.. | ajar my eyelids, having a glimpse of the shadows playing around the 
room in a game only they knew, breaking on the edges and disappearing with a laughter audible only to those, 
who paid attention. 


Making up new ideas and stories consumed such an amount of time, | could witness the magic of the sunlight 
playfully dancing with the darkness and slowly taking over it. After the curtains of this peculiar play were 
soundly drawn, | rubbed my eyes and stood up with a little pant. Yeah, perks of sitting for so long in one 


position 


After | managed to adjust to reality, | noticed the half-drank glass of milk on the sill. | raked my hand through 
my hair, took it and spilled its contents to the kitchen sink, realizing it had been full of unwashed dishes since 
the day before. | peeked over my arm. Izzy was still sound asleep on the couch, Bill in the bedroom. | lightly 
turned on the water and with no rush started to clean that mess up as quietly as | could When | was done 
with everything, the boys were still sleeping. But since the sun was already up, | wasn't trapped inside and 
afraid of going out. | tiptoed to my purse on the cupboard and checked the state of my funds. My regular 
earnings in a big part covered my share of the rent budget me and the boys had set, but thanks to tips even 
after meticulously tucking it into the common envelope | still had some money left to spend in whichever way 


I'd like to. And as it would be my first time to shop here in LA, | had pretty much of them. 


Quickly and quietly | washed and dressed myself, ate a small breakfast, put on some light, basic makeup, took 
my purse and went out, hoping that the click of the locked door didn't wake Izzy and Billy up. With plenty of 
time on my hands - luckily it was a day off work for me - | went down the stairs and out on the street, 
wandering away in no definite direction. On my way | was peeking through the shops' windows, looking for 
something that would catch my interest, and observed the view of the city in the morning. The air was fresh 
- at least as much as it could be in such a metropolis - and in a way bracing, and near bakeries it had a smell 
of crispy bread. | whiffed it in, closing my eyes. I'd never thought I'd meet that face of Los Angeles, honestly 
saying | wouldn't believe it did exist, had | not witnessed it myself. Lost in the atmosphere, | reached the final 
part of Melrose Avenue, landed not far from the Troubadour and had been walking random cross-streets in 
the direction of Beverly Hills until | saw a small record store. Particularly speaking, what caught my eye was 
the piece of paper pasted to its window. ‘Cheap Thursday! Just today, 3 records for the price of 2', it said. 


That was a good invitation, so | walked inside. 


"There'll be swingin’ swayin' and records playin, and dancing in the street." 


A huge grin plastered itself upon my lips the very second | heard the joyful words sung by Martha and The 
Vandellas. It brought the memories of my mid-childhood, when Aunt Margaret used to listen to this kind of 
music. Them, The Supremes, The Marvelettes or Chubby Checker; | might had been too young to remember all 
of them and their works back then, but it took no more than the first few notes to recognize most of their 
songs. Since | remembered, it never failed to put me in a good mood, and even the already faint memory of 
the nightmare couldn't disturb that. | was brought back to the times when | had been younger than ten years 
old, trying my best to twist in the middle of the living room. No wonder that the store made it unrivalled to 
the lead of my favorite places in LA in first couple of seconds of my visit. 


| looked around, whiffing in the distinctive scent of cardboard vinyl sleeves. Despite the still early hour, there 
was a slight crowd in here. People - mostly juveniles, it must have been some kind of local springboard well 
known to the Beverly Hills high school students - were strolling around the shelves, raptured by the specific 
aura of the place, the sound of silence being only disturbed by single short conversations whispered between 
some of them. | walked over to the ‘Rock'n'roll and hard rock’ section and looked through the artists from Z to 
A, searching for something to stop by. | swayed my hips to the music lightly, something that | could not 
control, and hummed quietly along to the words. By the time | made it to Kiss records, the song on what might 
have been some oldies compilation changed to ‘You Can't Hurry Love’ by The Supremes, and as if my smile 
hadn't been wide enough, it only grew bigger. The adorable picture of auntie dancing and singing it with me, 
when ‘The Supremes A’ Go-Go' had been played again and again appeared right in front of my eyes. As the 
icing on a cake, she had told me I'd begged her to play just this song, omitting the rest on the album, and that 
it had been the first one I'd learned the whole lyrics by heart. And | could have grown more interest into 


heavier music since then, tunes like that still warmed all of me. 


| realized that since the song begun to play, | stood there for a tad while, arguably just looking like a mental 
asylum runaway. Stifling the giggle | shook my head and winked to the blonde guy few shelves away, who had 


been observing me with a curiosity, smiling himself. 


| returned back to checking the records. The decision of taking three, paying for two had been too tempting not 
to give in to it, but reducing the amount to those three - that was enough to be bought for once - wasn't as 
easy as it had seemed before. There were just too many wonderful records I'd like to possess, and too many 


new ones to discover. 


"Hard to decide, huh?" | heard a mumble next to me and turned around to see the same blonde boy that had 
looked at me. Hardly taller than me and not a serial stunner, he had two definitely substantial advantages - the 
biggest, bluest eyes I'd probably seen in my life and a sincere, bright smile. | could bet they were enough to 
bring him people's attention and liking. Not to say he had the semblance of a nice guy. | smiled at him in return, 


"Yeah. What's more, I'm just setting up my collection and | could name hundreds of records | don't have yet, 


but I'd love to." 


"Well, today's a good day for that" 


"You mean the sale?" He nodded. "That's why | entered the store in the first place. I've never been here 
before." | looked closer at the red spot stuck to the outer sleeve of the record | was holding - Hendrix's ‘Are 
You Experienced'. He pointed at it and said: 


"You know that only the ones with that sticker are on sale?" 
"No, | didn't.. but who puts a sticker on a record?!" 
He hushed me and continued: "It's easy to remove. But the info, it's written on the note outside." 


"Haven't read that to be honest. Just noticed the ‘three for two! inscription. | guess that was a mistake. Thanks 
for telling me that." 


"You're welcome." He bit his lower lip, but before he could speak again we both heard a voice coming from the 


entrance. 
"Hey, Steve, are you going or not?! We have a business to do!" 


"Yeah, I'm coming!" he shouted back to his mate and turned back to me. "I gotta go. You should drop in here 


more often. Have a nice day!" 
"Wel'll see. You too!" 


| watched him jog out of the store, joining his friend. We exchanged just a few words, we hadn't even 


introduced ourselves, yet | still liked him. That's the magic of music, it knows no strangers. 


After spending a longer while in front of the shelf, | finally decided that if there was a band whose albums | 
desperately needed, it was Aerosmith. | knew their whole discography really well, but the fact that the only 
parts of it available to me was my cassette and Izzy's vinyl was a bit disturbing. | grabbed myself ‘Toys In 
The Attic’ and ‘Night In The Ruts‘, completed with The Doors’ ‘Strange Days’. Restraining to only one artist was 
not my style. | made my way to the register and paid for it all. Satisfied with the shopping, | headed back 
home, distracted by the book store that appeared on my way out of the blue, really. | couldn't bring myself to 
ignore it, so twenty minutes later | was back on my way, additionally equipped with Dostoyevsky's ‘Crime and 
punishment’. | solemnly vowed to myself that never again would | spend such an amount of money in one day, 
unless | could actually afford it, and was determined to hold myself to that promise. Nevertheless, just the 


thought of having those four items there with me was making me proud, in a way. 


As | opened the doors to the apartment that the boys and | shared, | immediately heard a slightly annoyed and 


curious, "Where the hell have you been, Rose?" 


‘lm sorry, guys. I've been out. | just thought the tips gained during those first few days couldn't wait in my 


purse much longer." 


"Yes, they would definitely suffer from decubitus," Izzy ironized. "And what did you purchase? Clothes? Make- 
up stuff?" 


| showed them the brand new records, happy to see them lighting up as well. 

"If that's what you've bought, I'm returning the favor," the brunette told me, taking the records from my 
hands and looking at them more closely; the book didn't seem to impress either of them. "I take it you're up 
for loud music and louder parties on a regular basis?" 

"Speaking of which," Bill threw in, "I hope you remember we've booked you for tonight. We're going out to the 
club, the three of us. We finally have to celebrate the formation of our band and you finding work, as I've 


promised.” 


"Of course | didl" Of course | didn't. "And you know parties don't bother me. Do what you want, I'm at work 
most of that time anyway." 


"Whatever you say. But you're welcome at any of ‘em," Izzy winked and pulled me down playfully. | landed 
sitting on his knees, giggling. Bill just rolled his eyes in amusement. "You'll be our special guest" 


"Well, | guess after this kind of encouragement | can't refuse the offer." 


Does it really seem to be just a dream? 


Author's Notes: 
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Later that day we indeed went out, taking only the limited amount of money, for the boys not to spend the so 
called bigger half of our savings on the beverage - and | knew well enough they would be more than capable of 
that. It was about the seven pm. when we went out, but it had been even earlier when the night life of LA 


used to wake up. Hadn't | witnessed it myself in the morning, | would suspect it was never sleeping. 


At the beginning we were wandering abreast around the streets, slowly, leisurely, just taking our time and 
filling it with an easy talk and sincere laughter. It was amazing to me how wonderfully did the three of us get 
along, just as if we'd known each other for years. Well, Izzy and Bill did, which couldn't have been said about 
me, nevertheless they had never made me feel I'm a stranger for them. Sure, we teased one another on a 
regular basis, and | had the slight impression | might had taken a lead in that, but it was a normal, not 
outstanding behavior concerning all of the roommates all over the world, | supposed. In any other situation I'd 


jumped into the fire for them, and they had never given me any proof they wouldn't do the same for me. 


We searched for a place, at which we'd like to spend that time together, neither too expensive, nor bars of a 
dubious appearance. We found some pub that seemed to be relevant, we walked in to check the place and 


decided to stay. 

It was not very fancy, furnished cheaply, but with a touch of taste. The main part of the room was occupied 
by tables and chairs filled to some point with people, who in a majority were watching the second half of a 
baseball game and following the actions on the field with bored eyes, but further inside there was an extracted 
place to dance, with jukebox heard well just by people dancing, not to disturb the other customers. 

"| like that," | said to the boys, "I feel like dancing. Does any of you wanna join me?" 

"Don't count on me," Izzy replied, "lm not much of a dancer. I'll just go sit down" 

| turned my best puppy eyes at Bill. 

"I think that's a good idea. If he wants to voluntarily guard the table, we can be smarter and get a life." 
"Whatever," Izzy shrugged his shoulders, digging the pockets of his shirt in search of the inseparable pack of 


cigarettes. "Do what you please, and I'll make myself at home at that nice table, where there's no necessity to 


socialize." 


Lighting a cigarette, he turned away and approached the nearest free table, while | pulled Bill onto the floor. 
The energetic, lively music was great to dance to, so it took nearly a dozen of songs for us to let off some 
steam and decide to join Jeff, who for the whole time was sitting at the table and looking at us, as befitted an 


extrovert party animal he was. 


"Shame you were sitting here alone for the whole time. It was fun, Izzy," | stated with a grin on my face as | 


was taking my seat. 

"| could see that," he murmured with that small smile, that had all of the chances to become his trademark. 
"So why didn't you come with us then?" 

He raised a brow and shot me a look that was supposed to ask me if | was serious. | giggled 

We ordered ourselves a round of beers and just spent time together, talking, joking and laughing again. Rarely 
have | felt as relaxed as with them. Time went by, | was starting my second bottle whilst they were downing 
their third, and the discussion went on to their band. 

"The name was a kind of a while-we-waited thing, you know," Bill was talking about it like about the most 
precious thing in the whole word, "Before booking that first gig at The Orphanage, we had to have a name for 
the band-" 


"Which of course you didn't," | guessed. 


"Exactly, but the one we've finally got is rather extempore, made-up on the go to the club. Boys told that any 
was good then, and the first one that came to my mind was ‘Axl so | said it aloud and they approved" 


"Well, they didn't have much of any other option." 

"| prefer to think they just liked it," He gulped a big sip from the bottle. "And | thought about it a little-" 
"That won't end well," | mocked and he stuck his tongue at me. 

"I thought that | may take it as my stage name. Axl Rose. Not Bill Rose, and definitely not Bill Bailey anymore." 
He had that issue soon after we'd arrived, when he had decided he didn't want to have anything in common 
with ‘that reverend imitation of a father’ and had changed his last name. As Izzy had scarcely explained to me, 
Bailey was his stepfather, they passionately hated each other, whereas his biological father's last name was 
Rose. "Isn't it cool? So from now on, | have to ask you to call me-" 


"Hey, Bill,” Izzy, who was preoccupied with the TV hanging over the bar, threw in out of the blue. 


"Axl," the redhead corrected. 


"Whoever," Izzy rolled his eyes, "Just take a look" 


| also turned my gaze in the direction Isbell had pointed at with a move of his chin, and on the go felt alerted. 
There was the news in the TV; the title in the bottom of the screen said the events were taking or already 


had taken place nowhere else, but in Lafayette, Indiana. 
"Isn't it our ol litle town they're talking about?" he scoffed at the screen 


"Just stay quiet, will you?" | murmured to him, but already hardly paid attention to anything but the news. | 
looked at the journalist's serious and professional face expression, trying half to listen to her over the distant 


music and typical fuss and rustle of the bar, half to read from the moves of her lips. 


". on what seemed to be the perfectly calm morning" | missed the whole first part of the sentence, so | 
focused even more. "Nor the owners of the house, neither the neighbors knew the burglar, not to say nobody had 
been aware of his presence until he broke into the house. Due to the quick and successful intervention of the local 
police, the criminal was caught today afternoon one day after the unfortunate event, no further than ten miles 
from the city in the direction of the state of Washington." The picture on the screen changed to a shot from 
police camera, showing the arrested man being pushed into the police car. Suddenly, the air around me grew 
thicker, heavier and steamy. | pressed my palm to my mouth, clenching the other fist under the table. His 
eyes might have been blurred for the reason of personality protection, but | could recognize him anywhere, 
anytime, in any state. 


"Hey, man, ain't it that freak that bullied you at the beginning of the high school?" The faint voice of Jeff 


somehow found the way to get through to my consciousness, just as did Bill's answer: 


"The one you scared away with just approaching and that ‘get-lost-you-fucker' face of yours? Yeah, that's 


him! What was his name...” 


"Seth," | uttered beyond my will. With a corner of my eye | realized they both looked at me questioningly, but | 
didn't dare to turn my hectic gaze from the TV. 


"Rose, where do you know him from? He wasn't at your year at school," Bill's question was registered by me, 
but soon forgotten as the journalist appeared back on the screen. 


"The burglar and thief, Seth M, was claimed to had stolen few things of little or no financial value; for instance, 
the framed photo of a teenage girl and a note had been found with him affer he was captured" | stood up 
rapidly, my eyes never leaving the screen 


‘Oh my God. He wanted to find me, the almost incoherent thought winded through my mind. 


Nothing prepared me to the view of the street | had been living with aunt and uncle, so peaceful despite what 
had happened there the day before. So even despite the sight of a shattered window of one of the houses - of 


my house - and unsteady nerves of mine and, what | was sure about, my close ones. So sunny despite the 
frigid, icy fog that had gripped it in my every single nightmare, which at that moment was oozing into my 
very guts and captivating my limbs, heart, mind and lungs. 


‘What if he did something to them? Its all my fault... 


‘h the neighborhood of the house that had been burgled, there were already much gossips and suspicion about the 
event itself. Inhabitants are trying to explain to themselves the circumstances accompanying the crime. The most 
common of them are, that Seth M must have mistaken the stolen items with something of a bigger value, or that 


someone saw him threatening the marriage with a knife or a cleaver." 

The whole world muted and begun to subside in a slow motion. My biggest fear appeared to be confirmed and | 
was to blame. | had put my dearest's life in danger with thinking | had been capable of dealing with Seth on my 
own. If only hadn't | met him.. 

Somehow | managed to collect myself. Leaning against the wall, which | didn't remember to appear behind my 
back | threw my hand into my pocket. As always, some coins accepted by pay phones jingled there under my 
touch, so | ran out of the bar without even looking back. Already on a street | looked around franticly, trying 
to notice any phone. Failing at this, | jogged in the direction of our apartment. When to my relief | finally saw a 
booth, | increased my pace, dashed into it and with shivering fingers drawn some coins out of my pocket one 
by one, pushing them into the machine. | dialed a number, raised the receiver to my ear and pressed my 
forehead to the cold window. 

And | waited. 

‘Aunt Margaret? 


One signal, two signals, three.. they echoed in my head full of chaos. At that moment is sounded for me like a 
countdown to damnation. 


‘Auntie, please... Uncle... 


No sooner than then had | realized how quaky my legs were and how weak | was in my knees. | only fought the 


urge of collapsing onto the floor, because | was afraid the wire wouldn't reach there. 

"Please, answer the phone," | whimpered aloud, swallowing the knot in my throat. 

‘Margaret Sommers," for my highest alleviation | heard a voice, to which any other could be a match then 
"Auntie? H's Rose," | squeaked, "I've just heard the news and-" 


"Rosie, my dearest, are you alright? Me and your uncle were af-" 


"Yes, yes | am, but what about you? They told-" 


"We are fine, child," We were interrupting each other in exactly identical, feverish manner. "He did nothing 


wrong to you, did he?" 

"No, he was caught" 

"| know." 

"He wasn't even heading the right direction" 

We didn't say a word in a few seconds. 

"Aunt?" | uttered at last. “Is that true he.. Threatened you? They told so in the news.." 


"Rose, baby, that's nonsense," she answered softly, "I've already heard that rumor and corrected it. He had no 


knife of any kind when we saw him. I'll tell you how it's been" 
"Yeah?" 


"We were woken up by a sound of shattering glass. Andrew grabbed the bat, the one from the wardrobe, and 
told me to stay there, but of course | didn't. We peaked out of the room and heard someone repeating ‘Rose, 
where are you? or ‘We haven't seen each other in a while, Rosel, accompanied with shuffling. We tiptoed 
downstairs. We saw him in the living room, or more exactly we saw him disappear inside the kitchen, when he 
was silent for a minute. When he got out.. He looked like in some trance. | was so scared; he was holding your 
photo and that note you left us when you went, and Andrew froze as well. ‘Rose! he bellowed once again, ‘Don't 
tell me you're really not here! Then he saw us and shouted, that we were not your biological parents, that 
you were an orphan, that we had no right for you, that such houses were not a place for people like you and 
that you would return to where you belonged.. | told Andrew | was calling the police, but that man just ran and 
jumped out of the window. Andrew tried to catch him and wait until the officers would come, but he already 
was far away. We called the cops anyway and they caught him this afternoon They asked us questions and 


now we're waiting for the outcome of the investigation.. Rose, who is he?" 


‘I'm so sorry, Auntie," | whispered, rubbing my eyes where the tears appeared shyly, "I met Seth at one of 
my friend's parties. At first he was nice, and we chatted a lot, but | told him too much about myself. When he 
heard | was adopted.. No normal person would have reacted like him, he was following me everywhere and tried 


to talk to me about this.." That was a major understatement. 
"Why haven't you told us? We'd help you." 
| know, | should have done that," | clutched stronger to the receiver as the stream of words escaped my 


mouth, "but | was thinking that | had the obligation to get rid of the mess I've made myself, to face the music 


and not involve anyone; when the problem escalated and | realized what he was capable of, | preferred to keep 


everyone out of this, especially you," | took a deep breath and went on, "I tried to threaten him with the cops, 
told him that if he didn't get lost, I'd inform them, but he just held me against the wall and told that I'd better 
not dare do that, or he'd show me what punishment came for that." He showed that to me anyway the day 
later, when | was coming back home from work. "I thought that once he'd realized | was gone, he'd give up on 


looking for me and leave you alone as well, for | haven't told him where we lived.. I've no idea how he found 


that out." 

| heard her sigh and | bit my bottom lip. 

| know. | was so stupid," | confessed. 

"No, don't say that. You are a young girl, Rose, you're only seventeen. No one expects you to make decisions 
like an adult. Not to say it's absolutely easy to lose your head under such pressure, even if you actually are 
an adult. Just take a note of other similar cases, and please, don't be too strict to yourself. Now the only thing 


that matters to me is that you're safe." 


| was grateful for her words, so soft and full of care. | was devastated enough by reproaches I'd made to 


myself to hear them directly pointed out by somebody else. 
"And for me, that you're not in danger anymore, as well. I'm sorry," | repeated. "What about Uncle?" 


"He's sleeping now after the whole day at work. But you know him, how psychically strong he is. He took it with 


little nerves, compared to me." 

The machine was running down on time, so | inserted a few more coins. 

"Auntie?" 

"Yes, darling?" 

"Do you know.. When will it all be solved and brought to an end?" 

"I'd love to know, just as you. The officer promised they'll inform us about every progress made." 
"Do you think they'll need me there to give any testimony?" 


"| don't know that either, but | guess they'd have asked for that by now if it had been crucial... That brings 


another subject. Rosie, me and your Uncle have no contact with you-" 
"But l'm calling you as often as | can" 


"I know, sweetheart, but that makes it impossible for us to contact you," My cheeks went hot. | knew | couldn't 
do anything, nonetheless it made me feel like the most unthankful child in the country. 


"We don't have a phone in our apartment. | can give you the address," how on earth had | not come up with 


that idea before? "Or | can ask my boss if you can call me on the bar phone..." 

Aunt Margaret's chuckle brought me to a halt. 

"The last proposition is not your smartest one, darling. | wouldn't call you at your work anyway, silly," | felt my 
cheeks warming up to their boiling point. "Still, I'd be glad to have your address. Just let me grab a pen and the 


piece of paper..." 


When she was ready, | told it to her. She repeated it to make sure she got it correctly, and | heard a muffled 


cling of a pen being put down on a table. 

"| think | have to be going now. Don't you worry about us and take care of yourself, will you?" 

"| dort think Im capable of not worrying about you. 

"But we'll be fine. 

"So will | 

"| do hope so. Goodnight... and Rosie?" 

ee 

‘No matter what, you'll always be my baby-girl, | just wanted you to remember: 

| smiled to the phone. 

"Ive never forgotten that in the first place, and never will. Goodnight to you too, auntie. | love you" 

"| love you more” 

| hang up and stepped out of the booth. Rubbing my face and raking a hand through my hair, the first thing | 
recalled was that Id left the boys in the pub. | looked around fo find the way back, but to my surprise they 
both were standing a few steps away. | walked up to them. 

"You followed me here?" It was all | could utter. 


"We couldn't have left you alone." 


On spur of moment | had the impression that the sticky fingers of numbness loosened their hold on me. | was 


sure my family was safe, so the reality regained the access to me. The fear and stress | had been no more 


but feeling by then, hit again stronger than before, lined with the self-frustration. They liquefied themselves 
and filled my eyes in the form of tears, raving and raging to escape. | shook with the sobs | tried to force 
back, but | knew | wouldn't hold that inside anymore. 


‘Oh my God," | breathed just before | cried uncontrollably. Bill got closer and took me in his embrace. | leaned 
against him, too unsteady to stand by myself. 


"Hushhh.." He gently rocked me in his arms, "Everything's fine now." 
Another palm spread warmly over my shoulder, kneading it lightly. 


"Do you wanna go home?" Izzy asked quietly and | nodded, sobbing a little more, but made not the slightest 
move until | felt up to it. 


"Let's go," | said eventually. Bill gave me one more comforting squeeze and we walked away. 


The runaway unmasked 
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(zzy’s POV) 


| seriously had missed the moment, when Rose changed her joyful, earnest smile to a serious expression and 
eyes stuck to the TV screen. A journalist was talking shit about something happening in Lafayette, but it didn't 
bother me, for that town had been long forgotten. Apparently, Rose was thinking otherwise. | turned my 
attention back to the screen, wishing | could maybe work out what was so important there. | took a more 
exact look of a guy pushed into the cops car; he seemed familiar. After a few seconds of digging the dusted 
memories out from the most abandoned corner in the back of my mind, | finally figured out who he was. 


"Hey, man, ain't it that freak that bullied you at the beginning of the high school?" | asked Bill. He agreed with 


me, bringing out the moment we had become friends. 


Since | remembered, | owned a flaming despise towards people, who considered themselves the champion aces 
after beating up younger or weaker ones for the purpose of winning. It wasn't even the matter of any 
altruistic need of justice and urge to help deep inside me. | didn't have that. No, I thought no more, than that it 
was pathetic to flaunt with victory earned with no exhaust from a person, who'd been in advance destined to 
fail. They all were sure it showed their invincible strength, but | knew they were nothing more, but weak, 


helpless jerks. 

That guy, who had run away from Bill the second he saw me approaching with readiness to put a fight if 
needed, was no different from all that worthless pieces of shit. | didn't even remember his name, neither did 
Bill 


Rose, on the contrary, was well familiar with it. 


After she said his name aloud we both looked suspiciously at her. She was pale, upset and gawking at the TV 


with something resembling a desperate mania. 


"Rose, where do you know him from? He wasn't at your year at school," Bill asked, but the question remained 


unanswered. She was in her own world - the one behind the screen - oblivious to the here and now. 


| preoccupied myself with the small investigation, observing the news and her reactions to them. When they 


mentioned the guy's capture, she jolted up with large eyes, and when they showed a street, where the crime 
had been committed, her previously heavily raising breasts ceased moving. | frowned, realizing she was paler 


than before, almost transparent. Something was not right there. 


"Rose, what's up?" The redhead noticed that as well and tried to get through to her, ending up with no 


response. 


He stood up when she lurched and leaned against the wall. She was still as a stone for several seconds, then 
her hand flew to the pocket of her jeans, palpated something there and ran out of the bar, all in a blink of an 


eye. 
"Go after her," | said to Bill. "I'll pay and catch up with you." 

He nodded, going out as well, and | waved to the waitress. | quickly got all summed up, paid for it with a twenty 
dollars’ bill, the first one | grabbed, and left without a word, leaving way bigger tip than | would usually leave, 
but | was in hurry. 

On the street | looked around, caught a glimpse of my friend walking away in a quick pace and jogged to him. He 
only pointed somewhere in front of us with his chin. | managed to sight Rose just before she stormed into the 
phone booth and nervously inserted a few coins to the machine. Bill slowed down and stood, crossing his arms 
on the chest and leaned against the wall, bending one knee. 

"Bill, what the hell's going on with her?" | asked him. 

He turned his head to me. 

"Hts Axl" 

"Man, | may be wrong, but that's not your biggest problem right now." 


"Just get used to that nickname." 


He turned again to look at Rose, who was talking on the phone with someone, seemingly no calmer than she'd 


been in the bar. 
| have no fuckin’ clue, Izzy," he murmured. "Why won't you ask her?" 


"Because l'm sure she won't answer. That's strange for me. She never told why she wanted to move here in a 


first place..." 
"What the fuck is that supposed to mean?" 


"Easy, man. What l'm trying to say is, you found her on the greyhound station with a not that well covered 


bruise on her eye and cut lip, she was aggressive when you asked about it, and we both know she fuckin didn't 
do it with her own hands. | presume she didn’t even have the chance to disguise it properly. She's still almost 
biting when we're bringing the subject up." 


"You're exaggerating." 


"That's not the point! Now combine it with her reaction to that news about Seth. Hell, he could have been going 
to the fuckin’ same school the three of us attended, but he was three grades higher! Bi-Axl, we hardly ever 
talked to many of the younger students, yet she still knows him!" 


Finally, he got the point and nodded his head. 
"He can be a real pain in the ass," he added. "You suggest it might be him she ran away from?" 
"| see no other explanation" 


"But you know what? It means that fucker was trying to find her," the redhead spoke aloud, what came to my 
mind as well. We could only be glad the guy had been arrested a couple of states away from California 


Everything was matching. She'd had a bad issue with him, got beaten up, ran away. The info about that incident 
in Lafayette freaked her out. But it would also mean, that it was her foster parents' house Seth had broken 


into. 


Eventually, Rose got out of the pay phone booth, looking a bit as if she'd lost the trace of reality. She noticed 


us and approached. 
"You followed me here?" Her voice was numb and a little hoarse, which made it sound tired. 
"We couldn't have left you alone," | answered her question. 


| had an impression that not before then had she had a full realization of what was going on The tears shone 
in her eyes and she begun trembling, trying her best to force them back. But | knew she wouldn't. Sometimes 
in a really hopeless situation you feel nothing, and when it's over, the curtain suddenly falls down and the wave 
of mixed emotion hits you like a tide, and you have to learn how to handle this. I'd experienced that many 
times before, but it seemed like she was going through it at that very moment and would break down in front 


of us. | wasn't wrong. 


"Oh my God," she breath and started sobbing. Bill hugged her without thinking and attempted to hush her - 
and who if not me knew better, how many times he'd had the possibility to calm his sister Amy like that. She 
hid her face in the crook of his neck. |, on the contrary, was piss poor when it came to coping with women 
overwhelmed by emotions. | just put my hand on her shoulder, hoping it would be comforting enough, and asked 


her if she'd like to go home. She, agreed, but didn't move; Bill and | waited patiently for her to calm down. 


Soon she did, and we went back home. There was a silence between us. For Rose it was awkward, because she 
was playing with her fingers and kept looking down, for Bill it was filled with anticipation, as short glances 


thrown at the girl every now and then could suggest, for me it didn't cause any stronger emotion 


"You didn't have to follow me, guys. I'd be fine." Rose said in a quiet voice, when the doors of our apartment 
closed behind us. 


"But we wanted to," Bill replied. | let him speak for both of us. 


‘lm sorry. | didn't mean to destroy our evening together," she added, collapsing onto the couch and put her 
hands together on the lap, playing with fingers again. "It was just... 


"Are you kidding us? You've just heard the news that obviously upset you and you're worrying about the 


evening? You need to calm down. Izzy, can you make her a cup of tea?" 

| bet she might want something stronger," | murmured, giving him a piteous glance. 
"You really wanna get her drunk?" 

"She's a big girl, Bill." 

"Axl" 

"she can decide for herself." | turned to Rose. "So what would you like?" 

She thought for a moment ard let out a sigh of resignation. 

"Let it be something stronger.” 


| walked past Ax/, heavy on that, to find a bottle of Jack. Once | did, | stood it on the table in front of her, 
wanting to find a glass, but to my surprise she just opened in and lifted it to her mouth. 


"Straight from the bottle? You?" | asked, watching her pulling a face, but gulping the alcohol down. "Wow. This 


must be some serious shit." 
She looked at me, then at Bill, licked her lips nervously and looked down 


"| feel | owe you both an explanation," she started so silently, that at first | thought I'd misheard her. "But only 
if you'd like to listen” 


The redhead walked up and took his place beside her, | sat down straight on the table. 


"Whenever you have a problem, you can always count on us," he said, resting a hand on her wrist. 


She raised a thankful smile on him and dropped it almost instantly. For a long while she didn't utter a word, but 
then she started to talk, taking a sip of Jack every now and then, 


"It all started on one party I'd been invited to by the host, my girlfriend, about one and a half years ago. I've 
known some people there, some of them | saw for the first time in my life. Seth was in the second group. See, 
he seemed nice, was definitely good-looking, well-built and all, and I'm rather sociable. At first | didn't dare to 
approach him though, | thought he wouldn't even look at the girl like me, but drinks did their job and soon | 
was tipsy. | never had an outstandingly strong head. | took my chance and introduced myself to him. | 
remember the relief | felt when he actually did turn an attention to me and showed an interest in getting to 
know me. Right then | thought | won the world." She paused for a while, chewing on her bottom lip, and 
returned back to the story. "We were chatting for a good while drinking a bit more. Don't ask me when and 
what for, cause I've no idea, but | mentioned l'd been adopted. The glimmer in his eyes grew stronger and he 
shifted with what | thought was an interest and sympathy. To calm him down | reassured him | was in a 
perfectly fine, loving relation with my foster parents. ‘Well, thats.. fantastic; he murmured enigmatically. A 
longer time after, when the party was coming to an end, he walked up to say goodbye to me and as he did so, 
he hugged me with such strength he squeezed the breath out of me. He promised me he would find me. | was 
on cloud nine. | stayed overnight at my friend's home and we talked until the morning light. OF course | told her 
about Seth, but to my surprise she jolted up and demanded Please, dont do that.’ She explained he was her 
boyfriend's good friend and if it was not for that, he wouldn't have even been invited. He appeared dangerous 
to her, but not in the mysterious manner, as she called it, but in aggressive and kinda primal, not to say 


primitive way. She added something about problems at school with another boy. Was it about you, Billy?" 


"Yeah," my friend murmured, not even correcting her for the nth time that night. She just nodded her head 
and took up her story again: 


"That should've alerted me, but for me there wasn't any damn thing abnormal there. | mean, who don't have 
issues with people we don't like? That's how | took that. | didn't understand her at all. We quarreled about that 
for a while; she insisted he was no good for me, but l.. Man, | was head over heels for him.. There's none so 
deaf as those who will not hear. 


“The next time | met him was no later than two days after the party, on Monday afternoon. | just finished my 
lessons. It was the beginning of my senior year at high school. He was standing with some guys, but as soon as 
he noticed me he smiled and walked up. He took me out to some café and we spent hours there. When | 
realized what hour it was, | excused myself and told | had to go home. He offered to walk me there, but | 
refused. It wasn't a long way, and if aunt and uncle saw me coming back so late without even mentioning and 
with a guy that was older than me, I'd be grounded until the end of a semester at best. He said nothing then, 
but as the time went by, he soon grew highly impatient. Not that he didn't even make a move to become more 
than a friend. My enthusiasm cooled down, and | started to think what exactly he wanted from me. He still was 
nice and friendly towards me, but for the first time | had the impression it was a forced, not natural attitude. 
As you can guess, the only thought hurt me and | obstinately restrained it and tried to cram it at the very 
back of my mind. 


"Then the New Year's Eve came, and with that another party. My whole class decided to have fun at the 
house of one of us as it was our last year together, and so we did. The party itself was great and we talked 
about it for a few days back at school. But there was one person, who wasn't happy with that fact at all. | 
thought | saw him a couple of times in corridors, but no one approached me until | had an hour free during 
lessons and went on the yard to use some fresh air. In the nick of time | was shoved against the wall. Seth 
looked me in the eyes with an obvious fury. ‘What was that? he groaned, and | replied with an anger for being 


treated such way: 1 should ask you the same question” 


Rose paused all of the sudden when her voice started to tremble. Gazing at the half empty bottle, she was so 
uptight | was sure she would cease the confession, but she managed to collect herself well enough to take the 


topic up. 


lm not going to ramble on about that and quote the whole argument, enough said we were shouting at each 
other for the whole hour and | was almost late for the next lesson and on the verge of my tears. His main 
point was that | had no right to go to that party without letting him know, ‘cause he wanted to know 
everything about me, to watch my every step. His words hit me like a hammer and the curtain finally fell. | 
understood what danger Debbie, that friend of mine, had had in mind, when she had tried to disaffect me with 
him. He stated it clearly - for him | was a class lower and | shouldn't had been given the right to decide about 
myself. He spit at my feet and without any more word walked away. | could only hope it was all from him, but 
hope always blinks at a fool. Or a blind idiot, whichever is more relevant. What | didn't understand was why he 
thought so low about me. The comprehension came later with himself. He had fell off the face of the earth 
for quite a few weeks and I'd been convinced | wouldn't see him ever again, and when | was ready to close that 
chapter of my life, | found a note in my locker. #f you thought you got rid of me, you're the most stupid bitch to 
ever walk this planet No signature, but fuck, who else could that have been?! We came to the moment, where 
every damn day | was finding such kind and pleasant messages. After maybe even dozen | ceased to even read 
them, all | would be finding would be not that sophisticated insults anyway. 


"Why didn't you go to anyone with this? They could've helped you," | asked. She just shook her head. 


‘In a way | was embarrassed. The last words | wanted to hear were 1 fold you’ and | was too afraid | wouldn't 
hear anything else. Not wise, | know. Going on, it didn't stop there. | learned to ignore those notes - or no, not 
exactly. | rather ignored the feelings they elicited, they were bemusing at best. The messages themselves, it's 
a whole different matter. They went on from insults to actual threats. | gained a new level of enlightenment. He 


made it painfully clear why my only place should be in mud - my biggest guilt was that | was an orphan" 


| clenched my fists while Bill cussed, execrated and sworn like a sailor more than I'd expect him to. That 
bastard's motives were obvious. He had some serious mania for kids from any family which didn't involve both 


biological parents. No other explanation suited. 


"| guess it was supposed to be a form of intimidating me, and in a way he succeeded. Especially when the 
threats moved from my damned persona to uncle and auntie. Quoting, ‘That couple should pay for letting you 
think you're normal, but at first you need to know where your place is" Upon her lips crawled a grimace, that 
might as well be a either a bitter smile or the outcome of disgust. Or both at once. "Under so great a 


pressure | wonder how did | manage not to fail all of my final exams. Shortly before them, me and Debbie had 
found a job as waitresses. Another few weeks passed, when at the end of August Seth condescended to give 
me an in-person visit. He caught me on my way back from work, physically introduced his opinion in its full 
glory and was even kind enough to announce the next meeting in sooner or later future. | stayed overnight at 
Debbie's, calling home to let them know about that. Not before | was sure | wasn't looking like a punching bag | 
decided | can show myself to them. How ironic! - that meeting wasn't half as... fruitful as the upcoming ones. 


Indeed, he would drop in every now and then to see how | was and to chat for a while." 


The accelerating, self-propelled despiteful sarcasm made me uneasy. | could give my right arm she aimed it to 
Seth as well as herself. The look in Bailey's eyes made it show that only the thought of her felling silent after 
an interruption was stopping him from closing Rose in a tight embrace. To be honest, | felt alike. He squeezed 


her shoulder gently and she covered his fist with her hand. 


"| was perfectly aware | was in danger, but it wouldn't bother me much if it was not for my family. They 
weren't safe too, and | thought it was too late to intervene. | was frightened he would do something to them 
as soon as he'd find out before the police caught him. As long as | was able to keep him away from my house 
not much mattered to me, not even the abuse | was the target of. But it was harder and harder for me to 
stand. The last straw that broke the camel's back was the time when he beat me to unconsciousness right on 
the street and robbed me. | took it as the first real threat and decided it was time to leave." Her voice broke. 
"I thought it would be enough to move the danger away from my parents... but | was so wrong. | had no idea 


he'll find them. The rest you know," she finished barely audible. 


Fuckin’ shit," my best friend made an eloquent comment and eventually decided to take her in his arms. "It's all 


right now. He's caught and will be in charge of that. You, your aunt and uncle are safe now." 

"He's in the need of a place in mental asylum more than in jail and a requires a psychiatrist's presence eight 
days a week," | added. Sweet Jesus, such people should be under a strict isolation | gawked down and raised my 
brow. "Rose, what did you say about not having a strong head?" 

"Why?" 

"Look at the bottle." 


She did. 


"Oh, for fuck's sake," she commented the remaining inch of amber liquid in a low voice. "Wake me up at noon 


tomorrow, will you? Sad drinking is one, but | don't wanna be late for work" 


"The hammer drill in your head wil wake you up effectively enough, trust me," | murmured, helping her to 
stand up. She lurched, blinked fast and rested her forehead on my shoulder. | felt an impulse and hugged her 


close. 


"With us around, nothing wrong can happen to you, remember that. One for all and all for one," | whispered in 


her ear. 


The silver lining 
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| couldn't think of any previous situation in which my senses had been numbed to the point they were at that 
very moment. | was afraid that Mr. Jack had done his part big time. 


"l'Il take her to bed," | heard a voice from behind me. Reluctantly, | let go of Izzy and drowned in Bill's embrace 
instead. | could hardly stand on my own feet. It had been the first time | drank that much all at once and all 
by myself, and it still wasn't enough to wash Seth away from before my weary eyes. Continually, his mean, 
mocking smirk haunted me every time | closed my eyes for more than two seconds. His irreverent snigger 
wouldn't cease to echo inside my skull. | rubbed my forehead. 


"You don't seem to feel much better," Bill sighed, sitting me down on the bed. Its funny how I'd forgotten the 
way there. 


| know he's been caught," | replied, "but somehow it doesn't make me feel better." 

"IFs just all too recent now. Tomorrow you will be better, | promise. Forget about Seth. He's crazy and I'm not 
joking. | bet that the court psychologist will diagnose him with mental incompetence and a mania.." He hesitated 
for a while. "Before | decided to stand my ground with help from Izz, he'd been bullying me as well. Just 
because | didn't know my biological father and had that stepasshole instead” 


"Why do you hate him so much?" | asked in a brief moment of consciousness evoked by his words. All | knew 


by then was that he was delinquent, I'd heard it from his own mouth. "You never told me about your past." 
So he did. 


He shared his memories painfully concisely, but what his mouth did not speak, his eyes let out. He told about 
how his stepfather had arrived when he was a young kid. How he'd had his mother under his thumb ever 


since. He begun with describing all of the stupid, unreasonable restrictions that he'd put in place in order to 
"save his family from Satan". He went on about the countless times when he had been hit or even beaten. His 
stepfather had even beaten his younger sister Amy at times, but he had never done anything to his own little 
beloved son, Stuart, Bills half-brother. But what Bill admitted was that it hadn't been the physical aggression 
that was the worst. It was the psychical and emotional abuse. | was holding myself strong for most of his 
story, but at that certain point | couldn't hold it back any longer. | had the best life | could imagine. | was an 
orphan, yet somebody took me home and bestowed their love on me. They had never even mentioned 
regretting that decision or that | hadn't been good enough for them, or that I'd been of a worse category. 
Never. | was unbelievably lucky in my life, but this luck had never become Bill's share. And when the curtain of 
oblivion is falling, when something or someone makes you realize that across the street - metaphorically or 


not - there's a hell on Earth burning for the innocent - that can break your heart. 

| didn't even make an effort to restrain the tears from falling down my cheeks. Nobody deserved such a fate. 
Nobody, and least of all children. | might have been blamed for what had happened to me, because it was the 
outcome of my actions, but him - oh, that was an entirely different thing. He hadn't done anything wrong.. 
Nothing wrong... 


"Bill. l'm so sorry," | wept and hugged him close. | wasn't even able to rationalize my thoughts and form them 


into words. 
He let out an inaudible sigh. 
‘It was selfish of me to run away. | left Amy there. I've no idea how is she even doing now." 


"You couldn't have brought her along anyway. She's not an adult yet, even younger than me. Your parents 
would send cops after her if she went with you." 


"You're probably right, but... 

| hushed him. 

"Bill, listen to me. It's not what a life's beginning should look like, but there wasn't much more you could do, not 
a better way out. Standing in your shoes, I'd keep in touch with her and - | don't believe I'm sayin’ it - focus 
on music. If that's how you can provide lots of money and help Amy in the future, it's worth trying. And the 
music itself, it will soothe you." 

We stayed like this for a little bit longer; then he rubbed my shoulders and stood up. 

"You should go to sleep. You'll suffer tomorrow morning anyway." 


| know. Thank you for everything, Bill” 


"You're welcome, and thank you as well. Goodnight, Rosie.” 


'Grright" 


eR 


| was a good girl in every meaning of those words. Not a saint whatsoever, but good for sure. | didn't swear; 
well, at least not usually. Some of those words couldn't find their way out of my throat; the rest of them | let 
out only from time to time to emphasize my thoughts. Used like that and not all the time, swearing was not 
irritating - instead, it gave my words a sort of power. That's why | kept this: for truly, substantially special 


occasions. 


"By fuckshits of bitches," | moaned out a neological complaint that had come to my mind first when | woke up 
the next morning. 


My head hurt like motherfucker. Or a fucking squad of them. 


It felt like being equipped with a ton-weighing ball of lead at the top of your neck, pressing you down to the 
bed and having an incredibly loud band inside it. The whole damn orchestra of epileptic drummers and overly 
energetic trumpeters during their clumsily discordant sound check, to be more exact. And they wouldn't let me 
get up and draw the curtains to banish the sharp daylight that was happy to make my tired eyes bleed. I've 
never been the one to hold my liquor. | made an unhuman effort to tug the pillow from beneath my head and 
to place it onto my face. The lack of fresh air, which vanished perfidiously in no more than ten minutes, was 


enough to assure me that it wasn't the smartest way to cope with a hangover. 

"Bloody hell," | murmured in defeat. 

It took every tiniest string of my strong will to force my reluctant body up. With my eyelids almost shut, | 
made it to the kitchenette. The first success of that day. | poured myself a glass of water, sat down on the 
cold tiles and rested my forehead against the fridge. 


The guys were right about one thing - the hangover was destructive enough to crash the leftover memories 


of Seth and the whirr of emotions. 

Sitting like that straight on the floor, | started to drift away despite the headache. Dancing on the edge of 
reality and losing the sense of time, | heard a chuckle getting through to me. | opened my eyes to see the 
boys smiling at me with hilarity. | killed them with my stare and stood up nonchalantly, though God knew how 
much it cost me. | got myself yet another glass of water. 


"Good morning, Rose, you look great today," Izzy said. 


"To hell with you," | greeted him as well, though slightly more harshly. 


They chuckled lightly. Bill shook his head. 
"How are you feeling?" he asked, a smirk still beaming on his mouth. 


"Physically or mentally?" | cocked my eyebrow. "Flattened by a road roller with only my head left outside the 


roll, that should be an accurate comparison" 

"l'm aware of how a hangover feels. | meant." he trailed off. 

The corners of my mouth raised a little. 

‘lm better, thank you," my voice softened. | really appreciated their presence the night before. They had 
calmed me down, listened to me patiently and hadn't laughed me off. What more could | possibly ask for? "And 
you?" 

"Fine as well." 

"Bill. Axl," We could hear Izzy throwing in. "I'm afraid there's not much left to eat, and since our lady here is 
not feeling well.. You get it.” He flashed a side smirk. The other boy rolled his eyes, shrugged his shoulders and 
after mere seconds he was out of the apartment. Stradlin looked back at me. 


"Sit down, girl. I'll make you some coffee." 


| settled myself comfortably on the coach, resting my head on the back and closing my eyes to shut the light 


out for one more moment. | listened to the brunette rustling around, preparing the drink for me. 

"How would you like it?" he asked me. 

"A flat teaspoon of sugar and a splash of milk," | said back 

A blink of an eye later | was given the hot, rich-smelling coffee 

"My dear, thank you ever so much," | sighed. He only nodded his head and licked his lips. 

"Uhm... Rose? | wanted to thank you.." He looked me seriously in the eyes. “Ill start in another way. Do you 
know who else apart from me had known about Bilis family situation before he presented it to you 
yesterday?" 

"Ive no idea" 


"Nobody. Now it's just you and me." 


| raised my head, flabbergasted. 


"He trusted me much enough..2" 

"Yes. And based on your reaction - he told me about it - it was the right decision" 
| smiled faintly. 

‘Iz, tell me, can you imagine any other reaction possible in that situation?" 


"From you or me - no. But look, lets take Seth for instance. He was familiar not even to half of the 


information and even that didn't stop him from... doing what he did." 

"Seth's mental." 

He smiled lightly. "Glad you understood that." 

Yes, it seemed to have gotten through to me. Despite the terrible headache that surely narrowed any analytic 
skills, | came to the conclusion that Seth not only had a screw loose, but worse - he was long, long lost for his 
sanity. Also | fully realized that he'd been captured and would soon be imprisoned. No longer free, no longer a 


threat. Never again would he do anything to anybody. And that thought was very relaxing. 


"He won't probably tell you this so straightforwardly, but it meant the world to him. And for me, as for his 
best friend, as well. That's why | wanted to thank you for not shutting him out” 


"| couldn't have done so." 

He smiled lightly. 

"So there's two of us." 

We were sitting in a comfortable silence until the ginger boy came back with food. 


‘lm making you breakfast, Rose, but if Izzy wants to eat anything, he'll have to help himself," he said from the 
threshold. 


"You're spoiling me," | answered with a smile. He just winked at me. 
"Don't worry, your time to spoil both of us is gonna come too." 
Hearing that, the brunette just chuckled. 


"Uh-huh," | snort, "Don't expect too much or you'll be disappointed." 


eR 


The terrible headache had partially disappeared when | was entering my workplace - a bit later than usual and 
a lot later than I'd planned. Just as I'd thought, Ruby and Caroline were almost done cleaning up; Dare was not 
to be seen at that given moment. 

"Hi girls!" | greeted my friends. 

"Look who's come," Caroline replied with a cocked brow and | just rolled my eyes, going to change my clothes. 
On my way | met Dare. | said hello to him and he answered with the same, examining me carefully. Finally a 
corner of his mouth quivered. 

"Rough night?" It didn't seem like he even tried to hide his amusement. 

"Charming as always, aren't we? You have no idea," | smiled faintly, but friendly at the same time, deciding to 
play it cool. They all hadn't known about this whole Seth shit and there was no need of introducing that to 
them. Had they known how much of a problem child | was, I'd never get this job, let alone keep it. 


"Sorry to hear that," his face showed otherwise. "Next time remember not to party so hard the night before 
work It doesn't pay off." 


"Tell me something | don't know," | winked at him. "Well, I'm gonna get dressed and I'm coming to help you." 


"Everything's done already, gorgeous," he gave me that killer smile. No wonder that there were mainly women 
showing up at the counter. Men preferred to wait at the tables and to be served by the girls and me. 


| shook my head and passed him by. | quickly took off my T-Shirt, put on a vest instead, then shoved off my 
sneakers and tucked my feet into high heels | wore only there. | jogged back to the main room, took a tray. 


"Is James going to be here today?" | asked Dare. 
"Nope." 


"Thank God," | sighed, "Otherwise he'd surely notice my lack of enthusiasm." | winced at the thought of a loud 


music and the buzz of ever-present conversations that would linger all over the place in a minute. 
Dare rubbed my shoulder softly and muttered: 
"Brace yourself then, we're opening in." He glanced at his wrist clock "Right now." 


| raked my hair in surrender and turned around to drink some Coke. 


"Here's for tonight to give me strength," | joked bitterly, raising the glass. The man chuckled. 
"The occasion's unusual, so that one's gonna be on the house." 


Soon the lights dimmed and the crowd started to ooze in. | waited few more moments for the tables to fill 


more or less, nodded at the girls and our proper work begun 


As always, in between of taking orders and delivering them | had possibility to exchange a few words with both 
Darren and the girls. 


"Dare told me about your partying antics," Ruby was obviously the first one to gossip. 


"There are no antics, mind you," | snapped back and added “It was nothing more than an incident, not like it wil 


happen ever again" 


"Good for you that the lights are dimmed, no one will be able to tell, so.." we noticed Caroline approaching us 


and Ruby grinned. 
"| remember that time when she once came to work with that massive hangover -" 


"Shut the fuck up, will you?" the curly-haired girl warned, but Ruby's giggle gave away no fear whatsoever. 


But then no wonder, they were as close to each other as sisters. 
"It's not my fault that the situation's been entertaining.” 


"That's why it was the first and last time it happened. I'm not particularly crazy for the idea of making an 
idiot of myself again" 


"Oh come on." 

"At least I'm learning from my own mistakes." 

Ruby was about to retort, but | threw in with laughter: 
"You're impossible." 


| walked away to take yet another order, leaving them alone, never to know the end of that little quarrel, but 


that time the smile | shot at the client was sincere. 


By the time we were closing, Ruby shared the whole anecdote with me, invited me to the just-the-three-of- 
us shopping the upcoming weekend and engaged Dare into the discussion about the supremacy of "Too Fast For 
Love" over "Self Destruction Blues", which the man wasn't much convinced about - not that any of the names 


rang a bell for me. When | told them that, they both looked at me with looks of the purest of shock 

"You're shittin us," the girl pleaded and | shook my head. That made them agree on one thing - that | needed 
to be presented to the music and dragged into the wonderful world of glam rock They looked determined to 
accomplish the threat: 

When we finished and closed, | went out of the building only to bump into my fellow Indiana boys. 

"What are you doing here?" | asked them happily, hugging them one after another. 

"We thought that we may pick you up, we were passing nearby anyway," Izzy answered my question 

| nodded my head with understanding, "Rehearsal?" 

"Yeah" 


"And how was it?" 


Wide satisfied grins told more than the words would, but | felt that it wasn't the only reason behind their 


buoyance. | figured it out as soon as we got home. 

On the table proudly stood a white Polaroid and a few film boxes. 

"How.2" | couldn't say anything more. 

"A long story. Enough said that there was a person, who bought himself a new model and wanted to get rid of 
this one. Original Land Camera 1000 OneStep from ‘16, still perfectly working, with three boxes of film. It went 
for a song.. Quite literally. The guy wanted us two to perform at his parents' party next week. Acoustic 
versions of the oldies. He paid in advance with a six pack of beer and this little marvel and made us promise 
we won't devastate their house." 


"That's fantastic!" 


It felt like their joy multiplied and as | shared it. | jogged to the table and put one film package into the device. 
The first sheet slid out and the camera was ready to use. 


"C'mon here, guys," | had a sudden idea, which they got without the words. Izzy gestured me to hand him the 
camera, while Bill stood behind me. We both watched as the brunette was setting the focus right. 


"Hold it right here," he commanded. | took over the camera and held it far out with my stretched arms. He 


came to my other side. 


"Ready?" | asked and when they hurmmed and nodded yes, | pressed the button 


The Polaroid landed back on the table and we bowed over it, head to head, encouraging and hurrying the device 
with our stares. Our figures created enough shadow to hide it from the dim neon light coming through the 
windows and the weak one from almost above us, so the colors wouldn't be destroyed. A minute went by - or 


maybe not even that - and | raised the photo to present the result. 
"Awesome," Izzy summarized. 


And it was - becouse it was our first photo together. The first of many that would surely come, being the 
undeniable, palpable proof of our life that was to go on right there in LA, the city where the very essence of 
the American dream floated around as the integral part of it. The life we were holding the reign of, with big 


dreams to achieve, a lot of jollity and few boundaries to hold us. 


